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lY TO THE READER, 

a Stipulated time has, however, prevented the com- 
piler from making the necessary researches for 
the purpose, except in a few instances ; and, even if 
the time had been sufficient, the size of the vol- 
ume would not have permitted a much more va- 
rious selection than has been made. If this vol- 
ume should meet with a favourable reception from 
the public, another may be prepared from the ma- 
terials yet untouched. 

New-York, October, 1840. 
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14 PnitlP FRENEAir. 

Should the vast circuit of the world contain' 
Such wastes of ocean and such scanty land t 
'Tis reason's voice that bid^ me think not so ; 
I think more nobly of the Almighty hand. 

Does yon fair lamp trace half the circle round 
To liffht mere waves and monsters of the seas ? 
No ; be there must, beyond the billowy waste, 
Islands, and men, and animals, and trees. 

An unremitting flame my breast inspires 
To seek new lands amia the barren waves, 
Where, falling low, the source of day descends,' 
And the blue sea his evening visage laves. 

Hear, in his tragic lay, Cordova's sage :* 
** The time may ^iomcy when numerous years are'paitf 
When ocean wiU'unloose the, bands of things^ 
And an unbounded region rise at last ; 

And Typhis may disclose the mighty kmd, 
Far, far away, where none have roved before; 
Nor wiU the worWs remotest region be 
Cribraltar^s rockf or Thule's savage shore,^^ 

Fired at the theme, I languish to depart ; 
Supply the bark, and bid Columbus sail ; 
He fears no storms upon the untravell'd deep ; 
Reason shall steer, and skill disarm the gale. 

Nor ddBl he dread to miss the intended course, 
Though far from land the reeling galley stray. 
And skies above, and gulfy seas below. 
Be the sole object seen for many a day. 

^ Seneca, the poet/ s native of Cordova in Spain ^ 

" VenierU annia tecuia terit, 
QuUnu oceantu vmctda rtnun 
JbttaeiU 9t ingens patent telhts, 
l\phisqui novos detegat orhet ; 
Nee tU tenia ultima Thule.** 

Seneca, Med., act iii., V. SH. 
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16 PHILIP FRENEAU. 

But all are empty, unsubstantial shades, 
That ramble through those visionary glades ; 
No -spongy fruits from verdant trees depend, 

But sickly orchards there 

Do fruits as sickly bear. 
And apples a consumptive visage shew. 
And withered hangs the hurtleberry blue. 

Ah me ! what mischiefis on the dead attend ! 
Wandering a stranger to the shores below. 
Where shall I brook or real fountain fbidt 
Lazy and sad deluding waters flow : 
Such is the picture in my boding mind ! 

Pine tales, indeed, they tell 

Of shades and purUng rills, 

Where our dead fathers dwell 

Beyond the western hills ; 
But when did ghost return his state to show, 
Or who can promise half the tale is true 1 

I too must be a fleeting ghost ! no more ; 
None, none but shadows to those mansions go ; 
I leave my woods, I leave the Huron shore. 
For emptier groves below ! 
Ye charming solitudes. 
Ye tall ascending woods. 
Ye glassy lakes and prattling streams. 
Whose aspect still was sweet. 
Whether the sun did greet. 
Or the pale moon embraced you with her beams-^ 
Adieu to all ! 
To all that charmed me where I strayed. 
The windmg stream, the dark, sequestered shade ; 
Adieu all triumphs here ! 
Adieu the mountain's lofty swell. 
Adieu, thou little verdant hill, 
And seas, and stars, and skies — ^farewelly 
For some remoter sphere ! 
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Perplexed with doubts, and tortured with despair, 
Why so dejected at this hopeless sleep T 
Nature at last these ruins may repair, [weep ; 

When fate^s long dream is o^er, and she forgets to 
Some real world once more may be assign'd, 
Some newborn mansion for the immortal mind ! 
Farewell, sweet lake ; farewell, surrounding woods, 
To other groves, through midnight glooms, I stray, 
Beyond the mountains and beyond tne floods, 

Beyond the Huron Bay ! 
Prepare the hollow tomb, and place me low. 
My trusty bow and arrows by my side, 
The cheerful bottle and the venison store ; 
For long the journey is that I must go. 
Without a partner and without a guide." 

He spoke, and bid the attending mourners weep, 
Then closed 1^ eyes, and sunk to endless sleep! 



I 



THB INDIAN BURyiNO-OROirND. 

In spite of all the learned have said, 
I sdll my old opinion keep ; 
The posture that we give the dead, 
Points out the soul's eternal sleep. 

Not so the ancients of these lands : 
The Indian, when from life released. 
Again is seated with his friends, 
Aijd shares again the joyous feast.* 

His imaged birds and painted bowl, 
And venison for a journey dressed. 
Bespeak the nature of the soul, • 
Activity, that knows no rest. 

^ The North American Indians bury their dead in a sitting 
postnre ; decorating the corpse with wampum, the images of 
Sirds,^quadrupeds7occ. ; and, if that of a warrior, with bows, aft 
jTOws, tom^wks, and other military weapons. 

B2 



18 PHILIP FRENSAU. 

His bow for action ready bent, 
And arrows with a head of stone, 
Can only mean that life is spent. 
And not the old ideas gone. 

Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way, 
No fraud upon the dead commit ; 
Observe the swelling turf, and say, 
They do not lie, but here they sit 

Here still a lofty rock remains, 
On which the curious eye may trace 
(Now wasted half bv wearing rains) 
The fancies of a ruder race. 

Here stiU an aged ehn aspires, 
Beneath whose far-projecting shade 
(And which the shepherd stift^dnrires) 
The chi^ren of the forest played ! 

There oft a restless Indian queen 
(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair), 
And many a barbarous form is seen, 
To chide the man that lingers there. 

By midnight moons, o'er moistening dews. 
In habit for the chase arrayed, 
The hunter still the deer pursues, 
Tlie hunter and the deer, a shade ! 

And long shall timorous fency see 
The painted chief and pointed spear. 
And Reason's self shall bow the knee 
To sluujows and delusions here. 
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Yet there, even there, though §lily laid| 
Tis folly to defy the spade j 
Posterity invades the hill, 
And plants our relics where she will. 

But oh ! forbear the rising sigh ! 
All care is past with them that die : 
Jove ^ve, when they to fate resigned. 
An opiate of the strongest kind : 

Death is a sleep that has no dreams, 
In which all time a moment seems ; 
And skeletons perceive no pain 
Ti}) Naj;ure bids them wake again. 



Joel Barlow. 

^B HJLtTT Pin^DINO. 
CAMTO I. 

Ye Alps audacious, through the heavens that risey 
To cramp the day and hide me from the skies ; 
Ye Gallic flags, that o'er their heights unfurPd, 
Bear death to kings sind freedom to the world, 
I sing not you. A softer theme I choose, 
A virgin theme, unconscious of the muse. 
But fruitful, rich, wel) suited to inspire 
The purest phrensy of poetic fire. 

Despise it not, ye bards tp terror steePd, 
Who hurl your thupders round the epic field ; 
Nor ye who strain your midnight throats to sing 
Joys that the vineyard and the stillhouse bring; 
Or on some distant fair your notes employ, 
And speak of raptures that you ne'er enjoy. 
I sing the sweets I know,«the charms I feel. 
My ipoming incense, and my evening meal, 
The sweets of Hasty Pudding. Come, dear bowl, 
jGrlide o'er my palate, and inspire my soul. 
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The milk beside thee, smoking from the kine, 
Its substance mingled, married in vrith thine, 
Shall cool and temper thy superior heat, 
And save the pains of blowing while I eat. 

Oh ! could the smooth, the emblematic song 
Flow like thy genial juices o'er my tongue, 
Could those nuld morsels in my numbers chime, 
And, as they roll in substance, roll in rhyme, 
No more thy awkward, unpoetic name 
Should shun the muse or prejudice thy fame ; 
But, rising grateful to the accustom'd ear, 
All bards should catch it, and all realms revere ! 

Assist me first with pious toil to trace 
Through wrecks of time thy lineage and thy race ; 
Declare what lovely squaw, in days of yore 
(Ere great Columbus sought thy native shore), 
First gave thee to the world ; her works of fame 
Have lived indeed, but lived without a name 
Some tawny Ceres, goddess of her days, [maize. 
First leam'd with stones to crack the well-dried 
Through the rough sieve to shake the golden shower, 
In boiling water stir the yellow flour : 
The yellow flour, bestrewed and stirr'd with haste, 
Swells in the flood and thickens to a paste, 
Then puffs and wallops, rises to the brim, 
Drinks the dry knobs that on the surface swim; 
The knobs at last the busy ladle breaks. 
And the whole mass its true consistence takes. 

Could but her sacred name, unknown so long. 
Rise, like her labours, to the son of song. 
To her, to them, I'd consecrate my lays, 
And blow her pudding with the breath of praise. 
Not through the rich Peruvian realms alone 
The fame of Sol's sweet daughter should be known, 
But o'er the world's wide clime should live secure, 
Far as his rays extend, as long as they endure. 

Dear Hasty Pudding, what unpromised joy 
Expands my heart, to meet thee in Savoy ! 



92 iOEh BARLOW. 

Poom'd o'er the world through devious paths to roam, 
Each chmemy country, and each house my home. 
My soul is soothed, my cares have found an end, 
I greet my long-lost, imforgotten friend. 

For thee through Paris, that corrupted town, 
How long in vain I wandered up and down. 
Where shameless Bacchus, with his drenching hoard, 
Cold from his cave usurps the morning boaM. 
London is lost in smoke and steeped in tea ; 
No Yankee there can hsp the name of thee ; 
The unco)ith word, a Ubel on the town. 
Would call a proclamation from the crown. 
For cUmes oblique, that fear the sun's full rajrs, 
Chill'd in their fogs, exclude the generous maize : 
A grain whose ridi, luxuriant growth requires 
Short gentle showers, and bri^t ethereal fires. 

But here, though distant from our native shore, 
With mutual glee, we meet and laugh once more, 
The. same ! I know thee by that yeUow face. 
That strong complexion of true Indian race. 
Which time can never change, nor soil impair, 
Nor Alpine snows, nor Turkey's morbid air? 
For endless years, through every mild domain. 
Where grows the maize, there thou art sure to reign. 

But man, more fickle, the bold Ucense claims. 
In different realms to give thee different names. 
Thee the soft nations round the warm Levant 
Polanta call ; the French, of course, Polante, 
E'en in thy native regions, how I blush 
To hear the Pennsylvanians caU thee Mush! 
On Hudson's banks, while men of Belgic spawn 
Insult and eat thee by the name of Suppawn. 
All spurious appellations, void of truth ; 
I've better known thee from my earhest youth, 
Thy name is Hasty Pudding ! thus our sires 
Were won't to greet thee fiming from their fires; 
^<i while tjxey argued in thy just defence 
With logic clear, tiaey thus explained the sense : 
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^ In haste the boiling caldron, o'er the Maze, 
Receives and cooks the ready powder'd-maize ; 
In haste 'tis served, and then in equal haste, 
With cooling milk, we make the sweet repast 
No carving to be done, no knive to grate 
The tender ear and womid the stony plate ; 
But the smooth spoon, just fitted to the lip, 
And taught with art the yielding mass to dip. 
By frequent journeys to the bowl well storedi 
Performs the hasty honours of the board." 
Such is thy name, significant and clear, 
A name, a sound to every Yankee dear, 
But most to me, whose heart and palate chaste 
Preserve my pure hereditary taste. 

There are who strive to stamp with disrepute 
The luscious food, because it feeds the brute ; 
In tropes of high-strain'd wit, while gaudy prigs 
Compare thy niHrsling man to pampered pig»; 
With sovereign scorn I treat the vulgar jest. 
Nor fear to snare thy bounties with the beast. 
What though the generous cow gives me to quaff 
The milk nutritious; am I then a calf t 
Or Can the genius of the noisy swine. 
Though nursed on pudding, thence lay claim to mine ! 
Sure the sweet song I fashion to thy praise, 
Runs more melodious than the notes they raise. 

My song resounding in its gratelful glee. 
No merit claims : I praise myself in thee. 
My father loved thee through his length of days ! 
For fhee his fields were shaded o'elr with maize ; 
From thee whert health; what vigbur he possessed, 
Ten sturdy freemen frbm-his loins attest ; 
Thy constellation rtiled my natal mom. 
And all my bones were made of Indian com. 
Delicious grain ! whatever fbrm it take, 
To roast or boU, to' smother or to bake. 
In every dish 'tils tvelcome still to me, 
Bdt most, my Hasty Pudding, most in thee. - 
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Let the green succotash with thee contend, 
Let beans and com their sweetest juices Ueiid, 
Let butter drench them in its yellow tide, 
And a long slice of bacon grace their side ; 
Not all the plate, how famed soever it be, 
Can please my palate like a bowl of thee. 
Some talk of Hoe-Cake, fair Virginia's pride, 
Rich Johmny-Cdke this mouth hath often tri^ ; 
Both please me well, their virtues much the same. 
Alike their fabric, as allied their fame, 
Except in dear New-England, where the last 
Receives a dash of pumpkin in the paste, 
To give it sweetness and improve the taste. 
But place them all before me, smoking hot, 
The big, round dumpling, rolling from the pot ; 
The pudding of the bag, whose quivering breast, 
With suet Imed, leads on the Yamkee feast ; 
The Charlotte brown, within whose crusty sides 
A belly soft the pulpy apple hides; 
The yellow bread, whose face l&e amber glows. 
And all of Indian that the bakepan knows, 
You tempt me not ; my fav'rite greets my eyesy 
To that loved bowl my spoon by instinct flies. 

CANTO U. 

To mix the food by vicious rules of art. 
To kill the stomach and to sink the heart,' 
To make mankind to social virtue sour. 
Cram o'er each dish, and be what they devour ; 
For this the kitchen muse first framed her book. 
Commanding sweat to stream from every cook; 
Children no more their antic gambols tried, 
And friends to physic wonder'd why they died. 

Not so the Yankee : his abundant feast, 
With simples fumish'd and with plainness dressed, 
A numerous offspring gid;hers round the boards 
And cheers alike the servant aid the lord ; 
Whose well-bought hunger prompts the joyous taste^ 
And health attends them from the short repast. 
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While the full pail rewaidiB the milkmaid's toil, 
The mother sees the morning caldron boil ; 
To stir the pudding next demands their care ; 
To spread the table and the bowls prepare : 
To feed the children as their portions cool, 
And comb their heads, and send them off to school. 

Yet may the simplest dish some rules impart, 
For nature scorns not all the aids of art. 
E'en Hasty Pudding, piirest of ail food, 
May stiU be bad, indifierent, or good, 
As sage experience the short process guides, 
Or want of skill, or vr«at of care presides. 
WlH)e'er would form it on the surest plan. 
To rear the child atnd long sustain the man ; 
To shield the morals while it mends the size, 
And all the powers' of every food supplies. 
Attend the lesson t^t the muse shall bring ; 
Suspend your spoOns, and listen while I sing. 

But since, oh man ! thy life and health demand 
Not food alone, but labour from thy hand. 
First in the field, beneath the sun's strong rays. 
Ask of thy mother earth the needful maize ; 
She loves the race that courts her 3rielding soil, 
And gives her bounties to the sons of toil. 

When now the ox, obedient to thy call. 
Repays the loan that fill'd the winter stall, 
Pu^ue his traces o'er the furrow'd plain, 
And plant in measured hills the golden grain. 
But when the tender germe begins to shoot. 
And the green spire declares the sprouting root, 
Then guard your nursling from each greedy foe, 
The insidious worm, the all-devouring crow. 
A little ashes sprinkled round the spire. 
Soon steep'd in rain, vnll bid the worm retire ; 
The feather'd robber with his hungry maw 
Swift flies the field before your man of straw, . 
A frightful image, such as schoolboys bring, 
When met to bum the pbpe or hxag the wig. 
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Thrice in the season, through each verdant rowy 
Wield the strong ploughshare and the faithM hoe ; 
The faithful hoe, a double task that takes, 
To till the summer com and roast the winter cakes. 

Slow springs the blade, while check'd by calling 
Ere yet the sun the seat of Cancer gains ; {rains^ 
But when his fiercest fires emblaze the land, 
Then start the juices, then the roots expand ; 
Then, like a column of Corinthian mould, 
The stalk struts inward and the leaves unfold ; 
The busy branches aU the ridges fill, 
Entwine their arms and kiss from hill to hill. 
Here cease to vex them, all your cares are done : 
Leave the last labours to the parent sun ; 
Beneath his genial smiles, the well-dressed field, 
When autumn calls, a plenteous crop shall 3deld. 

Now the strong foliage bears the standards high,.' 
And shoots the tall top-gallants to the sky ; 
The suckling ears the silken fringes bend, 
And pregnant grown, their sweUing coats distend ; 
The loaded stalk, while still the burden grows, 
Overhangs the space that runs between the rows ; 
High 33 a hopfield waves the silent grove, 
A safe retreat for little thefts of love. 
When the pledged roasting-ears invite the maid 
To meet her swain beneath ihe new-form'd shade ; 
His generous hand unloads the cumbrous hill, 
And the green spoils her ready basket Sll ; 
Smnill compensation for the twofold bliss. 
The promised wedding, and the present kiss. 

Slight depredations these ; but now the moon 
Calls from nis hollow trees the sly raccoon ; 
And while by night he bears his prize away, 
The bolder squirrel labours through the day. 
Both thieves alike, hut provident of time, 
A virtue rare, that almost hides their crime^ 
Then let them steal the little stores they can, 
And fill their granaries from the toils of man ; 
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WeVe one advantage where they take no part— 
With all their wiles, they ne'er have found the art 
To boil the Hasty Pudding; here we shine 
Superior far to tenants of the pine ; 
This envied boon to man shall still belong. 
Unshared by them in substance or in song. 

At last the closing season browns the plain, 
And ripe October gathers in the grain ; 
Deep-loaded carts the spacious comhouse fill, 
The sack distended marches to the mill ; 
The laboring mill beneath the burden groans. 
And showers the future pudding from the stones ; 
Till the glad housewife greets the powder'd gold, 
And the new crop exterminates the old. 
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The days grow short ; but though the falling sun 
To the glad swain proclaims his day's work done. 
Night's pleasing shades his various tasks prolong. 
And yield new subject to my various song. 
For now, the comhouse fill'd, the harvest home. 
The invited neighbours to the husking come ; 
A frolic scene, where work, and mirUi, and play, 
Unite their charms to chase the hours away. 

Where the huge heap lies centred in the hall, 
The lamp suspended from the cheerful wall, 
Brown, corn-fed nymphs, and strong, hard-handed 
Alternate raiiged, extend in circling rows, [beans, 
Assume their seats, the solid mass attack ; 
The dry husks rustle, and the corncobs crack ; 
The song, the laugh, alternate notes resound. 
And the sweet cider trips in silence round. 

The laws of husking every wight can tell. 
And sure no laws he ever keeps so well : 
For each red ear a general kiss he gains, 
With each smut ear he smuts the luckless swains ; 
But when to some sweet maid a prize is cast, 
Red as her lips and taper as her waist. 
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She walks the round and cnlls one favoQied beas^ 
Who lei^ the luscious tribute to bestow. 
Various the sport, as are the wits and brains 
Of well-pleased lasses aud contending swains ; 
Till the vast mound of com is swept away, 
And he that gets the last ear wins the day. 

Meanwhile the housewife urges all her care, 
The well-earned jfeast to hasten and prepare. 
The sifted meal already waits her hand, 
The milk is strain'd, the bowls in order stand. 
The fire flames high ; and as a pool (that takes 
The headlong stream that o'er tne milldam breaks) 
Foams, roars, .and rages with incessant toils. 
So the yex'd ealdron ra^es, rosurs, and boils. 

Firstt with clean salt ^e seasons well the food. 
Then strews the flour, and thickens all the flood. 
Long o'er the simmering fire she lets it stand ; 
To stir it well demands a strpnger hand ; 
The lu^band takes his turn : and round and round 
The ladle flies ; at last the toil is crown'd ; 
When to the board the thronging huskers pour. 
And take their se^ as at the com before. 

I leave them to their feast. There still belong 
More copious ma^tters to my faithful song. 
For rules there are, though ne'er unfolded yet, 
Nice rules and wise, how pudcjing should lie ate^ 

Some with molasses line the luscious treat. 
And mix, like bards, the useful with the sweet. 
A wholesome dish -and well deserving praise, 
A great resource in those bleak wintry days, 
When the chill'd earth hes buried deep in snow. 
And raging Boreas dries the shivering cow. 

Bless'd cow! thy praise shall still my notes em- 
ploy. 
Great source of health, the only somnce of joy ; 
Mother of Elgjrpt's god — but sure, for me, 
Were I to leave my God, I'd worship thee. 
How oft thy teats these precious hands have press'd! 
How oft tljgr bounties prove my only feast ! 
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How oft I've fed thee with my favourite grain ! 
And roar'd, like thee, to find thy children slain ! 

Yes, swains who know her various worth to prize, 
Ah ! house her well from winter's angry skies. 
Potatoes, pumpkins, should her sadness cheer, 
Com from your crib, and mashes from your beer ; 
When spring returns, she'll well acquit the loan, 
And nurse at once your infants and her own. 

Milk then with pudding I would always choose 5 
To this in future I confine my muse. 
Till she in haste some further hints unfold, 
Well for the young, nor useless to the old. 
First in your bowl the milk abundant take, 
Then drop with care alon^ the silver lake 
Your flakes of pudding ; these at first will hide 
Their little bulk beneath the swelling tide ; 
But when their growing mass no more can sink, 
When the soft island looms above the brink. 
Then check your hand ; youVe got the portion due, 
So taught our sires, and what they taught is true. 

There is a choipe in spoons. Though small ap>> 

pear ' - 

The nice distinction, yet to me 'tis dear. 
The deep-bowl'd GaUic spoon, contrived to scoop 
In ample draughts the thm diluted soup, 
Performs not well in those substantial things. 
Whose mass adhesive to the metal clings ; 
Where the strong labial muscles must embrace 
The gentle curve, and sweep the hollow space. 
With ease to enter and discharge the freight, 
A bowl less concave but still more dilate, 
Becomes the pudding best. The shape, the size, 
A secret rests, unknown to vulgar eyes. 
Experienced feeders can alone impart 
A rule so much above the lore of art. 
These tuneful lips, that thousand spoons have tried« 
With just precision could the point decide, 
Though not in song ; the muse but poorly shine&i 
In cones, and cubes, and geometric lines ; 
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TVas Uien, one ere, when o'er the imperial hks 
And all its cities, glittering in their pomp, 
liie lord of glory threw hia porting smina. 
In Tlatelolco'a palace, in her bower, 
Papantzin lay recUned ; aiater of him 
At whose name monarehi trembled. Yielding tiwre 
To musings various, o'er her sensei crept 
Or sleep or kindred death. 

It seemed she stood 
In an illimitable f^ain, that itretched 
Its desert continuity around, 
Upon the o'erwearied sight ; in contrast strange 
With that rich vale, where only she had dwBl^ 
Whose everlasting mountains, girdling it, 
As in a chalice h^d a kingdom's wewh ; 
Their summits freezing, miere the eagle tired, 
But found no resting-puce, Papantzin looked 
On endless barrenness, and walked perplexed 
Throogh the dpll haze, along the bounoless heath. 
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Like flome lone ^bost in Mictlan's cheerless g^m 
Dd[>arred from light and glory. 

Wandering thus, 
She came where a great sullen river poured 
Its turbid waters with a rushing sound 
Of painful moans ; as if the inky waves 
Were hastening still on their complaining course 
To escape the horrid sohtudes. Beyond 
What seemed a highway ran, with bruiching paths 
Innumerous. This to gain, she sought to phmge 
Straight in the troubled stream. For weU she knevr 
To shun with agile limbs the current's force, 
Nor feared the noise of waters. She had played 
From infancy in her fair native lake, 
Amid the gay plumed creatures floating round, 
Wheeling or diving, with their changeful hues, g 
As fearless and as innocent as they. 

A vision stayed her purpose. By her side 
Stood a bright youth ; and startling, as she gazed 
On his eflfulgence, every sense was bound. 
In pleasing awe and in fond reverence. 
For riot Tezcatlipoca, as he shone ^ 
Upon her priest-led fancy, when from heaven 
By filmy thread sustained he came to earth, 
In his resplendent mail reflecting all 
Its images, with dazzling portraituro, 
Was, in his radiance and immortal youth, 
A peer to this new god. His stature was 
Like that of men ; but matched with his, the port 
Of kings all dreaded was the crouching mien 
Of suppliants at their feet. Serene the light 
That floated round him, as the lineaments 
It cased with its mild glory. Gravely sweet 
The impression of his features, which to scan 
Their lofty loveliness forbade : his eyes 
She felt, but saw not : only, on his brow— 
From over which, encircled by what seeme4 
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A ring of liquid diamond, in pure light 
Revolving ever, backward flowed Ms locks 
In buoyant, waving clusters— -on his brow 
She marked a Cross described ; and lowly bent. 
She knew not wherefore, to the sacred sign. 
From either shoulder mantled o'er his front 
Wings dropping feathery silver ; and his robe 
Snow-white in the still air was motionless, 
As that of chiselled god, or the pale shroud 
Of some fear-conjured ghost. 

Her hand he took, 
And led her passive o'er the naked banks 
Of that black stream, still murmuring angrily. 
But, as he spoke, she heard its moans no more ; 
His voice seemed sweeter than the hynmings niised 
ly brave and gentle souls in Paradise, 
To celebrate the outgoing of the sun 
On his majestic progress over heaven. 
" Stay, princess," thus he spoke, " thou ma3rst not yet 
O'erpass these waters. Though thou knowest it not, 
Nor Him, God loves thee." So he led her on, 
Unfainting, amid hideous sights and sounds ; 
For now, o'er scattered sculls and grisly bones 
lltiey walked ; while underneath, before, behind^ 
Rise dolorous wails and groans protracted long» 
Sobs of deep anguish, screams of agony. 
And melancholy sighs, and the fierce yell 
Of hopeless and intolerable pain. 

Shuddering, as, in the gloomy whirlwind's pause. 
Through the maUgn, distempered atmosphere, 
The second circle's purple blackness, passed 
llie pitying Florentine, who saw the shades 
Of poor Fiuncesca and her paramour ; 
The princess o'er the ghastly rehcs stepped, 
Listening the frightful clamour ; till a gleam, 
Whose sickly and phosphoric lustre seemed 
Kindled from these decaying bones, lit up 
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The sable river. Tlieii a pageant came 
Over its obscure tides, of stately barks, 
Gigantic, with their prows of quaint device, 
Tidl masts, and ghostly canvass, huge and high, 
Hung in the unnatural light and lifeless air. 
Grim bearded men, wiUi stem and angry looks, 
Strange robes, and uncouth armour, stood behind 
Their galleries and bulwarks. One ship bore 
A bros^ sheet pendant, where, inwrought with gold, 
She marked the s]anbol that adorned Sue brow 
Of her mysterious guide. Down the dark stream 
Swept on the spectral fleet, in the false light 
Flickering and fading. Louder then uprose 
The roar of voices from the accursed strand. 
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She woke m darimess and in solitude. 
Slow passed her lethargy away, and long 
To her half-dreaming eye that brilliant sign 
Dntinct appeared. Then damp and close she felt 
The air around^ and knew the poignant smell 
Of spicy herbs collected and con&ied. 
As those awakening from some troubled trance 
Are wont, she would have learned by touch if yet 
llie spirit to the body was allied. 
Strange hindrances prevented. O'er her face 
A mask thick-plated lay-'-and round her swathed 
Was many a costly and encumbering robe. 
Such as she wore on some high festival, 
O'erspread with precious gems, rayless and cold. 
That now pressed hard and sharp against her touch. 
The cumbrous collar round her slender neck. 
Of gold thick studded with each valued stone 
Earth and the seardepths yield for human pride- 
Hie bracelets and the many-twisted rings 
That girt her taper Hmbs, coil upon coil — 
What were they in this dungeon's solitude f 
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The plumy coronal that would have sprung 

Light from her fillet in the purer air, 

Waving in mockery of the rainbow tints, 

Now drooping low, and steeped in clogging dews, 

Oppressive hung. Groping in dubious search, 

She found the household goods, the spindle, broomi 

Gicalli quaintly sculptured, and the jar 

That held the useless beverage for the dead. 

By these, and by the jewel to her lip 

Attached, the emerald symbol of the soul, 

In its green life immortal, soon she knew 

Her dwelling was a sepulchre. 

She loosed 
The mask, and from her feathery bier uprose, 
Casting away the robe, which like long alb 
Wrapped her ; and with it many an aloe leaf, 
Inscribed with Azteck characters and signs. 
To guide the spirit where the serpent hissed. 
Hills towered, and deserts spread, and keen wind» 

blew. 
And many a '' flower of death ;" though their frail 

leaves 
Were yet unwithered. For the living warmth 
Which in her dwelt, their freshness md preserved; 
Else, if corruption had begun its work, 
The emblems of quick change would have survived 
Her beauty's semblance. What is beauty worth, 
If the cropp'd flower retains its tender bloom 
When foul decay has stolen the latest lines 
Of loveliness in death % Yet even now 
Papantzin knew that her exuberant locks— 
Which, unconfined, had round her flowed to earth, 
Like a stream rushing down some rocky steep, 
Threaded ten thousand channels — ^had been shorn 
Of half their waving length, and liked it not 

But through a crevice soon she marked a gleam 
Of rays uncertain ; and, with staggering steps, 
But strong in reckless dreaminess, whue stul 
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Presided o'er the chaos of her thoughts 

The revelation that upon her soul 

Dwelt with its power, she gained the cavern's throaty 

And pushed the quarried stone aside, and stood 

In the free air, and in her own domain. 

But now obscurely o'er her vision swam 
The beauteous landscape, with its thousand tints 
And changeful views ; long alleys of bright trees 
Bending l^neath their fruits ; espaliers gay 
With tropic flowers and shrubs that fiHed the breeze 
With odorous incense, basins vast, where birds 
With shining plumage sported, smooth canals 
Leading the glassy wave, or towering grove 
Of forest veterans. On a rising bank. 
Her seat accustomed, near a well hewn out 
Fron> ancient rocks into which waters gushed 
From hving springs, where she was wont to bathe^' 
She threw herself to muse. Dim on her sight 
The imperial city and its causeways rose, 
With the broad lake and all its floating isles 
And glancing shallops, and the gilded pomp 
Of prmcely barges, canopied with plumes 
Spread fanlike, or with tufted pageantry 
Waving magnificent. Unmarked around 
The frequent huitzilin, with murmuring hum 
Of ever-restless wing, and shrill sweet note. 
Shot twinkling, with the ruby star that glowed 
Over his tiny bosom, and all hues 
That loveliest seem in heaven, with ceaseless chajige^ 
Flashing from his fine films. And all in vain 
Untiring, from the rustling branches near, 
Poured the Centzontli all his hundred strains 
Of imitative melody. Not now 
She heeded them. Yet pleasant was the shade 
Of psdms and cedars ; and through twining boughs 
Ana fluttering leaves, the subtle god of air, [crept. 
The serpent armed with plumes, most welcome 
And fanned her cheek with kindest ministry. 
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A dull and dismal sound camd booming on ; 
A solemn, wild, and melancholy noise. 
Shaking the tranquil air ; and afterward 
A clash and janglmg, barbarously prolonged, 
Torturing the unwiUing ear, rang dissonant. 
Again the unnatural thunder rolled along. 
Again the crash and clamour followed it. 
Shuddering she heard, who knew that every peal 
From the dread gong, announced a rictim's heart 
Tom from his breast, and each trium^^ant clang, 
A mangled corse down the great temple's stairs 
Hurled headlong ; and she £new, as Leitely taught. 
How vengeance was ordained for cruelly ; 
How pride would end ; and uncouth solmers tread 
Through bloody furrows o'er her pleasant groves 
And gardens ; and would make themselves a road 
Over the dead, choking the silver lake, 
And cast the battered idols down the steps 
That climbed their ezecrsible towers, and raze 
Sheer from the ground Ahuitzol's mighty pile. 
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GooD-night to all the world ! there's acme, 
Beneath the " over-gomg" sun. 
To whom I feel, or hate, or spite, * 
And so to all a fisdr good-night. 

Would I could say good-night to pain, 
Good-night to conscience and her train, 
To cheerless poverty, and shame 
That I am yet unknown to fame ! 

Would I could say good-night to dreams 
^at haunt me with delusive gleams, 
That through the sable future^s veil 
t-Ute meteors glimmer, but to fail. 
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Would I could say a long good-nidit 
To halting between wrong and ri^t, 
And, like a giant with new force, 
Awake prepared to run my course ! 

But time o'er good and ill sweeps on, 
And when few years have come and gone, 
The past will be to me as naught, 
Whether remembered or forgot. 

Yet let me hope one faithful friend 
O'er my last couch in tears shall bend ; 
And, though no day for me was bright, 
Shall bid me then a long good-night. 
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THE DEAD OF 1832. 

Oh Time and Death ! with certain pace, 
Though still unequal, hunying on, 

O'ertuming in your awful race. 
The cot, the palace, and the throne ! 

Not always in the storm of war, 
Nor by the pestilence that sweeps 

From the plague-smitten realms a&r, 
Beyond the old and solenm deeps : 

In crowds the good and mighty go. 
And to those vast dim chambers hie : 

Where, mingled with the high and low. 
Dead Osesars and dead Shakspeares lie ! 

Dread ministers of Grod ! sometimes 
Ye smite at once to do his will, 

In all earth's ocean-severed climes, 
Thoser-whose renown ye cannot kill! 
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When all the brightest stars that burn 
At once are banished from their spheres, 

Men sadly ask, when shall return 
Such lustre to the coming years t 

For where is he* — who lived so long — 
Who rsdsed the modem Titan's ghost, 

And showed his fate in powerful song, 
Whose soul for learning's sake was lost! 

Where he — ^who backward to the birth 
Of Time itself, adventurous trod, 

And in the mingled mass of earth 
Found out the handiwork of God If 

Where he — ^who in the mortal head,! 

Ordained to gaze on heaven, could trace 
The soul's vast features, that shall tread 

The stars, when earth is nothingness t 

Where he — who struck old Albyn's,lyre,§ 
Till round the world its echoes roll. 

And swept, with all a prophet's fire. 
The diapason of the soul ? 

Where he-r-who read the mystic lore,|| 
Buried, where buried Pharaohs sleep ; , 

And dared presumptuous to explore 

Secrets four thousand years could keepi 

Where he — ^who, with a poet's eye^l 

Of truth, on lowly nature gazeid. 
And made even sordid Poverty 

Classic, when in his numbers glazed t 

Where — ^that old sage so hale and staid,** 
"The " greatest good" who sought to find , 

Who in ms garden mused, and made 
Allformsof rule for all mankind? . 

A 221***® ^i,^^ ^*"8^ + buvier. % Spurzbeim. 

V Hcott. II CliwnpoUion. f Ciabbe. •» Jeremy Bentham. 
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And thou — ^whom millions far removed* 
Revered — ^the hierarch meek and wise, 

Thy ashes sleep, adored, beloved. 
Near where thy Wesley's coffin lies. 

He too— the heir of glory — ^wheref 
Hath great Napoleon's scion fled ? 

Ah ! gloiy goes not to an heir ! 
Take him, ye noble, vulgar dead ! 

But hark ! a nation sighs ! for he^ 
Last of the brave who perilled all 

To make an infant empire free, 
Obeys the inevitable call ! 

They go — and with them is a crowd, 
For human rights who thought and did. 

We rear to them no temples proud, 
Each hath his mental pyramid. 

All earth is now their sepulchre, 
The Mum, their monument sublime — 

Young in etem^d fame they are — 
Such are tour triumphs, Death and Time. 
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James A. Hillhouse. 

DISCINT OP THS JUDOB AND HI8 ANOBLS. 

Mbthouoht I journeyed o'er a boundless plain 
Unbroke by hdl or vale, on all sides stretched. 
Like circling ocean to the low-browed sky ; 
Save in the midst a verdant mount, whose sides 
Flowers of all hues and fragrant breath adorned 
Lightly I trod, as on some joyous quest. 
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Beneath the azure vault and early sun ; 

But while my pleased eyes ranged the circuit greeui 

New light shone round ; a murmur came confused, 

Like many voices and the rush of wings. 

Upward I gazed, and mid the glittering skies, 

Begirt by flying myriads, saw a throne, 

Whose thousand splendours blazed upon the earth, 

Refulgent as another sun. Through clouds 

They came, and vapours coloured by Aurora, 

Mingling in swell sublime, voices and harps, 

And sounding wings and hallelujahs sweet. 

Sudden a Seraph, that before them flew. 

Pausing upon his wide-unfolded plumes, 

Put to his mouth the likeness of a trump, 

And towards the four winds four times fiercely 

breathed. 
Doubling along the arch, the mighty peal 
To Heaven resounded. Hell returned a groan. 
And shuddering Earth a moment reeled, confounded. 
From her fixed pathway, as the staggering ship. 
Stunned by some mountain billow, reels. The isles, 
With heaving ocean, rocked : the mountains shook 
Their ancient coronets : the avalanche 
Thundered : silence succeeded through the nations. 
Earth never listened to a sound hke this. 
It struck the general pulse of nature still. 
And broke for ever the dull sleep of death. 

Now o'er the mount the radiant legions hung. 
Like plumy travellers fro(n climes remote 
On some sequestered isle about to stoop. 
Gently its flowery head received the throne ; 
Cherubs and Seraphs, by ten thousands, round 
Skirted it far and wide, like a bright sea; 
Fair forms and faces, crowns, and coronets, 
And glistering wings furled white and numberless. 
About their Lord were those Seven glorious Spirits 
Who in the Almighty's presence stand. Four leaned 
On golden wands, with folded wings, and eyes 
Fixed on the throne : one bore the dreadful Books, 
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The aibiten of life : another wared 
The blazing ensign terrible, of yore. 
To rebel angels in the wars of Heaven : 
What seemed a. tramp the oAer Spirit grasped, 
Of wondrous size, wreathed multiform and Strang 
Illustrious stood the Seven, above the rest 
Towering, and like a constellation glowing. 
What time the sphere -instructed huntsman, tangl 
Bt Atlas, his star-studded belt displays 
Aloft, brig^t-gUttering, in the winter sky. 
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Neajiest the mount, oC that mixed phalanx first. 
Our general Parent stood ; not as he looked 
Wandering at eve amid the shady bowers 
And odorous groves of that dehcious garden. 
Or flowery banks of some soft rolling stream, 
Pausing to hst its luUing murmur, hand 
In hand with peerless Eve, the rose too sweet. 
Fatal to Paradise. Fled from his cheek 
The bloom of Eden ; his hyacinthine locks 
Were turned to gray J with years and sorrows bow 
He seemed, but through his ruined form still shoi 
The majesty of his Creator : round 
Upon his sons a ^eved and pitying look 
He cast, and in his vesture hid bis face. 

Close at his side api>eared a martial form 
Of port majestic, clad in massive arms. 
Cowering above whose helm, with outspread wini 
The Roman eagle flew ; around its brim 
Was charactered the name at which Earth's Quel 
Bowed from her sevenfold throne and owned her loi 
In his dilated eye amazement stood ; 
Terror, surprise, and blank astonishment 
Blanched his firm cheek, as when of (^, clc 

hemmed 
Within the Cuiibd, amid the ciowd 
D3 
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Of traitors, fearless else, he caught the gleam 
Of Brutus' steel. Daunted, yet on the pomp 
Of towering seraphim, their wings, their crowns, 
Their dazzling faces, and upon the Lord, 
He fixed a steadfast look of amyous note. 
Like that Pharsalia's hurtling squadrons drew 
When all his fortunes hung upon the hour. 

Near him, for wisdom famous through the East, 
Abraham rested on his staff; in guise 
A Chaldee shepherd, simple in his raiment 
As when at Mamre in his tent he sat. 
The host of angels. Snow-white were his locks 
And silvery beard that to his girdle rolled. 
Fondly his meek eye dwelt upon his Lotd, 
Like one that, after long and troubled dreams, 
A night of sorrows, dreary, wild, and sad. 
Beholds, at last, the dawn of promised joys* 
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By this the sun his westering car drove low ; 
Round his broad wheels full many a lucid cloud 
Floated, like happy isles in seas of gold : 
Along the horizon castled shapes were piled. 
Turrets and towers, whose fronts embattled glieamed 
With yellow light : smit by the slanting ray, 
A ruddy beam the canopy reflected ; 
With deeper light the ruby blushed ; and thick 
Upon the Seraphs' wings the glowing spots 
o^emed drops of fire. Uncoiling from its staff, 
With fainter wave, the gorgeous ensign hung, 
yr, swelling with the sweUing breeze, by fits 
nf^^ ??' ^P^^ t*ie dewy air, huge flakes 
^ golden lustre. Over aU the hill, 
r"® ?®avenly legions, the assembled world, 

But^^i?^^ crimson tint for ever drew. 
And an^ 1 ^ *^ 5^ze, in solemn silence, men 
^ogels stood, and many a quaking heart 
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With expectation throbbed ; about the throne 
And glittering hill-top slowly wreathed the clouds, 
Erewhile like curtains for adornment hung, 
Involving Shiloh and the Seraphim 
Beneath a snowy tent. The bands around 
Eying the gonfalon that through the smoke 
Tower'd into air, resembled hosts who watch 
The king's pavilion where, ere battle hour, 
A council sits. What their consult might be. 
Those seven dread Spirits and their Lord, I mused, 
I marvelled. Was it grace and peace 1 or death T 
Was it of man 1 Did pity for the Lost 
His gentle nature wring, who knew, who felt 
How fraU is this poor tenement of clay ? 
Arose there from the misty tabernacle 
A cry like that upon Grethsemane 1 
What passed in Jesus' bosom none may know, 
But close the cloudy dome invested him ; 
And, weary with conjecture, roimd I gazed 
Where in the purple west, no more to dawn. 
Faded the glories of the dying day. 
Mild-twinkUng through a crimson-skirted cloud 
The solitary star of evening shone. 
While gazing wistful on that peerless Ught 
Thereafter to be seen no more (as oft 
In dreams strange images will mix), sad thoughts 
Passed o'er my soul. Sorrowing I cried, " Farewell, 
Pale, beauteous planet, that displayest so soft. 
Amid yon glowing streak, thy transient beam, 
A long, a last farewell ! Seasons have changed. 
Ages and empires rolled, Uke smoke, away. 
But thou, unsdtered, beam'st as silver fair 
As on thy birthnight ! Bright and watchful eyes, 
From palaces and bowers, have hailed thy gem 
With secret transport ! Natal star of love, 
And souls that love the shadowy hour of fancy, 
How much I owe thee, how I bless thy ray ! 
How oft thy rising o'er the hamlet green. 
Signal of rest, and social converse sweet, 
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Beneath some patriarchal tree, has cheered 
The peasant's heart, and drawn his benison ! 
Pride of the West ! beneath thy placid Ught 
The tender tale shall never more be told, 
Man's soul shall never wake to joy again : 
Thou set'st for ever— lovely oib, farewell!" 



tCllCI FROM HADJLD. 

T*ke terraced roofofABSALOtiCB house hy night; adorned 
with vases of flowers and fra^ant shrubs; an aW' 
ning over part of it, Tamar and Hadad. 

Tarn, No, no, I well remember— proofs, you said, 
Unknown to Moses. 

Had, Well, my love, thou know'st 
I've been a traveller in various climes ; 
Trod Ethiopia's scorching sands, and scaled 
The snow-clad mountains ; trusted to the deep ; 
Traversed the fragrant islands of the sea. 
And with the wise conversed of many nations. 

Tarn. I know thou hast. 

Had. Of aU mine eyes have seen. 
The greatest, wisest, and most wonderful 
Is that dread sage, the Ancient of the Mountain. 

Tom, Who? 

Had, None knows his lineage, age, or name : his 
Are like the snows of Caucasus ; Ms eyes Qocks 
Beam with the wisdom of collected ages. 
In green unbroken years he sees, 'tis said, 
The generations pass, like autumn fruits, 
Gamer'd, consumed, and springing fresh to life. 
Again to perish, while he views the sun, 
The seasons roll, in rapt serenity. 
And high communion with celestial powers. 
Some say 'tis Shem, our father, some say Enoch, 
And some Melchizedek. 
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Tarn. IVe heaiid a tale 
Like this, but ne'er believed it. 

Had, I have proved it. 
Through perils dire, dangers most imminent. 
Seven days and nights mid rocks and wildernesses. 
And boreal snows, and never-thawing ice, 
Where not a bird, a beast, a living thmg, 
Save the far-soanng vulture, comes, I dared 
My desperate way, resolved to know or perish. 

Tarn, Rash, rash adventurer ! 

Had. On the highest peak 
Of stormy Caucasus there blooms a spot 
On which perpetual sunbeams play, where flowers 
And verdure never die ; and there he dwells. 

Tarn, But didst thou see him? 

Had, Never did I view 
Such awful majesty : his reverend locks 
Hung like a silver mantle to his feet, 
His raiment glistered saintly white, his brow 
Hose like the gate of Paradise, his mouth 
Was musical as its bright guardians' songs. 

Tarn, What did he tell thee % Oh ! what wisdom 
From lips so hallowed 1 [fell 

Had, Whether he possess 
The Tetragrammaton — ^the powerful name 
Inscribed on Moses^ rod, by which he wrought 
Unheard-of wonders, which constrains the heavens 
To shower down blessing, shakes the earth, and 
The strongest spirits ; or if God hath given [rules 
A delegated power, I cannot tell. 
But 'twas from him I learned their fate, their fall, 
Who ere while wore resplendent crowns in Heaven; 
Now scattered through the earth, the air, the sea. 
Them he compels to answer, and from them 
Has drawn what Moses, nor no mortal ear, ^ 
Has ever heard. 

Tom, But did he tell it thee T 

Had. He told me much— more than I dare reveal; 
For with a dreadful oath he sealed my lips. 
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Tarn. But canst thou tell me nothing 1 Why un- 
So much, if I must hear no more 1 [fold 

Had, You bade 
Explain my words, almost reproached me, sweet, 
For what by accident escaped me. 

Tarn, Ah! 
A little — something tell me — sure not all 
Were words inhibited. 

Had. Then promise never, 
Never to utter of this conference 
A breath to mortal. 

Tarn, Solemnly I vow. 

Had, Even then, 'tis little I can say, compared 
With all the marvels he related. 

Tarn, Come, 
I'm breathless. Tell me how they sinn'd, how fell. 

Had, Their head, their prince involved them in 
his ruin. 

Tarn, What black offence on his devoted head 
Drew endless punishment % 

Had, The wish to be 
lake the All-Perfect. 

Tarn, Arrogating that 
Due only to his Maker ! aWful crime ! 
But what their doom % their place of punishment % 

Had, Above, about, beneath ; earth, sea, and air ; 
Their habitations various as their minds, 
Employments, and desires. 

Tarn, But are they round us, Hadad? not confined 
In penal chains and darkness ? 

Had, So he said. 
And so your holy books infer. What saith 
Your Prophet 1 what the Prince of Uz 1 

Tom. I shudder. 
Lest mne dark minister be near us now. 

Ha&, You wrong them. They are bright intel- 
ligences, 
Robbed of some native splendour, and cast down, 
*Ti8 true, from Heaven ; but not deformed, and foul, 
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Reyengefiil, malice-woiking fiends, as fools 
Suppose. They dwell, like princes, in the clouds ; 
Sun their bright pinions in the middle sky ; 
Or arch their palaces beneath the hills. 
With stones inestimable studded so, 
That sun or stars were useless there. 

Tarn, Grood heavens ! 

Had. He bade me look on rugged Caucasus, 
Crag piled on crag beyond the utmost ken. 
Naked and wild, as if creation's ruins 
Were heaped in one immeasurable chain 
Of barren mountains, beaten by the storms 
Of everlasting winter. But within 
Are glorious palaces and domes of light. 
Irradiate halls and crystal colonnades. 
Vaults set with gems the purchase of a crown, 
Blazing with lustre past the noontide beam. 
Or, with a milder beauty, mimicking 
The mystic signs of changeful Mazzaroth. 

Tarn, Unheard-of splendour ! 

Hcd. There they dwell, and muse. 
And wander ; beings beautifuP, immortal. 
Minds vast as heaven, capacious as the sky. 
Whose thoughts connect past, present, and to come, 
And glow with light intense, imperishable. 
Thus, in the sparry chambers of the sea 
And air-pavilions, rainbow tabernacles,^ 
They study Nature's secrets, and enjoy 
No poor dominion. 

Tarn. Are they beautiful. 
And powerful far beyond the human race % 

Had, Man's feeble heart cannot conceive it. Wh69l 
The sage described them, fiery eloquence 
Flowed from his lips, his bosom heaved, his eyes 
Grew bright and mystical ; moved by the theme. 
Like one who feels a deity within. 

Tarn, Wondrous! What intercourse have they 
with men 1 

Had, Sometimes they deign to intermix with man* 
But pft with woman. 
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Tarn. Ha! with woman? 

Had. She 
Attracts them with her gentler virtues, soft, 
And beautiful, and heavenly, like themselves. 
They have been known to love her with a passion 
Stronger than human. 

Tarn. That surpasses all 
You yet have told me. 

Had. This the sage affirms ; 
And Moses, darkly. 

Tarn, How do they appear 1 
How manifest their love 1 

Had. Sometimes 'tis spiritual, signified 
By beatific dreams, or more distinct 
And glorious apparition. They have stooped 
To animate a human form, and love 
Like mortals. 

Tarn. Frightful to be so beloved ! 
Who could endure the horrid thought ! What makes 
Thy cold hand tremble % or is't mine 
That feels so deathyl 

Had. Dark imaginations haunt me 
When I recall the dreadful interview. 

Tarn. Oh, tell them not : I would not hear them. 

Had. But why contemn a spirit's love % so high, 
So glorious, if he haply deigned? 

Tarn. Forswear 
My Maker! love a demon! 

Had. No— oh, no— 
My thoughts but wandered. Oft, alas! they wander. 

Tom. Why dost thou speak so sadly now? And 
Thine eyes are fixed again upon Arcturus. [lo ! 

Thus ever, when thy drooping spirits ebb, 
Thou gazest on that star. Hath it the p<^er 
To cause or cure thy melancholy mood ? 

[He appears lost in thought. 
Tell me, ascrib'st thou influence to the stars % 

Had. (starting.) The stars! What know'st thou 
of the Stan I 
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Tarn, I know that they were made to rule the 

night. 

Had, Like palace lamps ! Thou echoest well thy 
grandsire. 
Woman ! the stars are living, glorious, 
Amazing, infinite ! 

Tarn, Speak not so wildly. 
I know them numberless, resplendent, set I 

As symbols of the countless, comitless years 
That Qiake eternity. 

Had. Eternity! 
Oh ! mighty, glorious, miserable thought ! 
Had ye endured like those great sufferers, 
Like them, seen ages, myriad ages roll ; 
Goidd ye but look into the void abyss 
With eyes experienced, unobscured by torments, 
Then mightst thou name it, name it feelingly. 
Tarn, What ails thee, Hadadt Draw me not so 

close. 
Had. Tamar! I need thy love — more than thy 

love — 
Tarn. Thy cheek is wet with tears — ^Nay, let us 
part — 
'Tis late — I cannot, must not linger. 

[Breaks from him, and exit. 
Had, Loved and abhorred ! Still, still accursed! 
[He paces twice or thrice up and down with poi^ 
sionate gestures ; then turns his face to the shfy 
and stands a moment m silence.] 
Oh! where, 
In the illimitable space, in what 
Profound of untried misery, when all 
His worlds, his roUing orbs of light, that £111 
With life and beauty yonder infinite, 
Their radiant journey run* for ever set. 
Where, where, in what abyss shall I be gxoaaiiu^ ! 

[BgU, 
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Timothy Dwioht. 

TBI OOUNTRF 80H00LMA8TBR. 

Whbsi yonder humbler spire salutes the eye, 
It's vane slow turning in tne Uquid sky. 
Where, in light gambols, healthy striplings sport. 
Ambitious learning builds her outer court ; 
A grave preceptor, there, her usher stands, 
Aikl rules without a rod her little bands. 
Some half-grown spriffs of learning graced his brow : 
Little he knew, thou^ much he wished to know, 
Enchanted hung o'er Virgil's honey'd lay. 
And smiled to see desipient Horace play ; 
Glean'd scraps of Greek ; and, curious, traced afar, 
Throi^h Pope's clear glass, the bright Mseoman star. 
Yet on his students at his wisdom stared, 
For many a student to his side repaired. 
Surprised, they heard him Dilworth's knots untie, 
And teU what lands beyond the Atlantic lie. 

Many his fkults ; his virtues small, and few ; 
Some fittle ^ood he did, or strove to do ; 
Laborious still, he taught the early mind. 
And urged to manners meek and thoughts refined; 
Truth he impress'd, and every virtue praised ; 
While infant eyes in wondering silence gazed ; 
The worth of time would day by day unfold. 
And tell them every hour was made of gold. 



TBI SOCIAL VISIT. 

Yi Muses ! dames of dignified renown, 
Revered alike in country and in town, 
Your, bard the mysteries of a visit show, 
For sure your ladyships those mysteries know : 
What is it, then, obliging Sisters ! say, 
The debt of social visiting to pay? 
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Tis not to toil before the idol pier ; 
To shine the first in fashion's lunar sphere ; 
By sad engagements forced abroad to roam, 
And dr^ to find the expecting fair at home ! 
To stop at thirty doors in half a day, 
Drop the gilt card, and proudly roU away ; 
To aUght, and 3aeld the hand with nice parade ; 
Up stairs to rustle in the stiff brocade ; I 

Swim through the drawing-room with studied air, 
Catch the pink'd beau, and shade the rival foir ; 
To sit, to curb, to toss with bridled mien, 
Mince the scant speech, and lose a glance between ; 
Unfurl the fan, din)lay the snowy arm, 
And ope, with each new motion, some new charm : 
Or sit in silent solitude, to spy 
Each little failing with malignant eye ; 
Or cluitter with incessancy of tongue. 
Careless if kind, or cruel, right or wrong ; • 
To trill of us and ours, of n^ine and me^ 
Our house, our coach, our fhends, our famUy, 
While all th' excluded circle sit in pain. 
And glance their cool contempt or keen disdain : 
T* iimale from proud Nanking a sip of tea. 
And wave a courtesy trim and flirt away : 
Or waste at cards peace, temper, health, and life, 
Begin with sullenness, and end in strife ; 
Lose the rich feast by friendly converse given. 
And backward turn from happiness and &aven. 

It is in decent habit, plain and neat, 
To spend a few choice hours in converse sweet. 
Careless of forms, to act th' unstudied part, 
To mix in friendship, and to blend the heart ; 
To choose those haimy themes which all must feel, 
The moral duties and the household weal. 
The tale of sympathy, the kind design. 
Where rich affections soften and refine ; 
T' amuse, to be amused, to bless, be blessed, 
And tune to luurmony the common Iveast ; 
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To cheer, with mfld good-humour's sprighliy ray, 
And smooth life's passage o'er its thorny way ; 
To circle round the hospitable board, 
And taste each good our generous climes afibrd ; 
To court a quick return with accents kind, 
And leave, at parting, some regret behind. 



THE DESTRUCTION OP THE PEQUODS. 

Ah me ! while up the long, long vale of time. 
Reflection wanders towards th' eternal vast. 
How starts the eye at many a change sublime, 
Unbosom'd dimly by the ages pass'd! 
What Mausoleums crowd the mournful waste ! 
The tombs of empires fallen! and nations gone ! 
Each, once inscribed in ^old with " Aye to last," 
Sate as a queen ; proclaim'd the world her own. 
And proudly cried, "By me no sorrows shall be 
known." 

Soon fleets the sunbright form by man adored. 
Soon fell the head of gold, to Time a prey ; 
The arms, the trunk, his cankering tooth devour'd, 
And whirlwinds blew the iron dust away. 
Where dwelt imperial Timurt far astray. 
Some lonely-musing pilgrim now inquires : 
And, rack'd by storms, and hastening to decay, 
Mohammed's mosque foresees its final fires, 
And Rome's more lordly temple day by day expires. 

As o'er proud Asian realms the traveller winds. 
His maiUy spirit, hush'd by terror, falls ; 
When some deceased town's lost site he finds. 
Where ruin wild his pondering eye appals ; 
p^ere silence swims along the moulder'd walls, 
And broods upon departed Grandeur's tomb. 
At "f?^ the lone, hoUow aisles sad Echo calls 
An^^*^ slow step ; deep sighs the breathing gloom, 
Weeping fields around bewail their empreas* 
doom. 
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Where o'er a hundred realms the throne uprose, 
The screech-owl nests, the panther builds his home ; 
Sleep the dull newts, the lazy adders doze, 
Where pomp and luxury danced the golden room. 
Low lies in dust the sky-resembled dome ; 
Tall grass around the broken column waves ; 
And brambles climb, and lonely thistles bloom : 
The moulder'd arch the weedy streamlet laves, 
And low resound, beneath, unnumbered simken 
graves. 

Soon fleets the sunbright form by man adored. 
And soon man's demon chiefs from memory fade. 
In musty volume now must be explored. 
Where dwelt imperial nations, long decay'd. 
The brightest meteors angry clouds invade ; 
And where the wonders glittered, none explain. 
Where Carthage, with proud hand, the trident sway'd, 
Now mud-walrd cots sit sullen oi^jthe plain. 
And wandering, fierce and wild, sequestered Arabs 
reign. 

In thee, oh Albion ! queen of nations, live [known ; 

Whatever splendours earth's wide realms have 

In thee proud Persia sees her pomp revive, ' 

And Greece her arts, and Rome her lordly throne : 

By every wind thy Tyrian fleets are blown ; 

Supreme, on Fame's dread roll, thy heroes stand ; 

All ocean's realms thy naval sceptre own ; 

Of bards, of sages, how august thy band ! 

And one rich Eden blooms around thy garden'dland« 

But oh, how vast thy crimes ! Through Heaven's 

great year. 
When few centurial suns have traced their way ; 
When Southern Europe, worn by feuds severe, 
Weak, doting, fallen, has bow'd to Russian sway, 
And setting Glory beam'd her farewell ray. 
To wastes, perchance, thy brilliant fields shall turn ; 
In dost thy temples, towers, and towns decay ; 

E8 
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The forest howl, where London's turrets bom, 
And all thy garlands deck thy sad, funereal urn. 

Some land, scarce glimmering in the light of fame* 
Scepter'd with arta and arms (if I divine), 
Some unknown wild, some shore without a name, 
In all thy pomp shall then majestic shine. 
As silver-headed Time's slow years decline. 
Not ruins only meet th' inquiring eye : [twine. 

Where round yon mouldering oak vain brambles 
The filial stem, already towering high, [sky. 

Ere long shall stretch his arms, and nod in yonder 

Where late resounded the wild woodland roar, 
Now heaves the palace, now the temple smiles ; 
Where frown'd the rude rock and the desert shore, 
Now pleasure sports, and business want beguiles. 
And Commerce wings her flight to thousand isles ; 
Culture walks forth ; gay lauffh the loaded fields : 
And jocund Labour plays his narmless wiles ; 
Glad Science brightens ; Art her mansion builds ; 
And Peace uplifts her wand, and H«:aven his blessing 
yields. 

O'er these sweet fields, so lovely now and gay, 
Where modest Nature finds each want suppUed, 
Where homebom Happiness delights to play. 
And counts her little flock with household pride. 
Long frown'd, from age to age, a forest wiae : 
Here hung the slumbering bat ; the serpent dire 
Nested his brood, and druik th' impoison'd tide ; 
Wolves peal'd the dark, drear night in hideous choir. 
Nor shrunk th' unmeasured howl from Sol's terrific 
fijre. 

No charming cot imbank'd the pebbly stream ; 
No mansion tower'd, nor garden teem'd with good ; 
No lawn expanded to the April beam. 
Nor mellow harvest hung its bending load ; 
Nor science dawn'd, nor life with beauty ^ow'd, 
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Nor temple whiten'd in th' enchanting dell ; 
In clusters wild the slaggish wigwam stood ; 
And, borne in snaky paths, the mdian feU [jell. 
Now aim'd the death unseen, now screamed the tiger* 

Even now, perhaps, on human dust I tread. 
Pondering with solemn pause the wrecks of time ; 
Here sleeps, perchance, among the vulgar dead. 
Some chief, the lofty theme of Indian myme. 
Who loved Ambition's cloudy steep to clunb. 
And smiled^ deaths, dangers, rivals to engage ; 
Who roused his followers' souls to deeds sublime. 
Kindling to furnace heat vindictive rage. 
And soar'd Csesarean heights, the Phoenix of his age. 

In yon small field that dimly steals from sight 
(From yon small field these meditations ^w), 
Turning the sluggish soil from mom to night, 
The plodding hind, laborious, drives his plough, 
Nor dreams a nation sleeps his foot below. 
There, undisturbed by the roaring wave. 
Released from war, sind far from deadly foe, 
Lies down in endless rest a nation brave, 
And trains in tempests bom there find a quiet grave. 

Oft have I heard the tale, when matron sere 

Sung to my infant ear the song of wo ; 

Of maiden meek consumed with {Hning care, 

Around whose tomb the wild-rose loved to blow : 

Or told, with swimming eyes, how, long ago, 

Remorseless Indians, dl in midnight dire» 

The Uttle sleejmig village did o'erthrow. 

Bidding the cruel flames to heaven aspire, [fire. 

And scalp'd the hoary head, and bum'a the babe wiUi 

Then, fancy-fired, her memory wing'd its flight 

To long-forgotten wars and dread alarms, 

To chiefs obscure, but terrible in fight. 

Who mock'd each foe, and laugh'd at deadliest harms, 

8idneys in zeal, and Washingtons in arms. 
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By instinct tender to the woes of man, 
^ heart bewildering with sweet pity^s charms, ■ 
'Through solemn scenes, with Nature's step she ran, 
And hushed her audience small, and thus the tale 
began. 

"Through verdant banks, where Thames's branches 
Long held the Pequods an extensive sway ; [glide, 
B61d, savage, fierce, of arms the glorious pride, 
And bidding all the circling realms obey. 
Jealous, they saw the tribes beyond the sea 
Plant in their climes ; and towns and cities rise ; 
Ascending castles foreign flags display ; 
Mysterious art new scenes of Ufe devise ; [skies. 
And steeds insult the plains, and cannon rend the 

" They saw, and soon the strangers' fate decreed, 
And soon of war disclosed the crimson sign ; 
First, hapless Stone ! they bade thy bosom bleed, 
A guiltless offering at th' infernal shrine : 
Then, gallant Norton! the hard fate was thine. 
By ruffians butcher'd, and denied a grave : 
Thee, generous Oldham ! next the doom maUgn 
Arrested ; nor could all thy courage save ; 
Forsaken, plunder'd, cleft, and buried in the wave. 

" Soon the sad tidings reach'd the general ear. 
And prudence, pity, vengeance, all inspire : 
Invasive war their gallant friends prepare ; 
And soon a noble band, with purpose dire. 
And threatening arms, the murderous fiends require : 
Small was the band, but never taught to yield ; 
Breasts faced with steel, and souls mstinct with fire : 
Such souls from Sparta Persia's world repell'd, 
TiVlien nations paved the ground, and Xerxes flew 
the field. 

** The rising clouds the savage chief descried, 
And round the forest bade his heroes arm ; 
To arms the painted warriors proudly hied. 
And through surrounding nations rung th' alarm. 
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The nations heard ; but smiled to see the storm, 
With ruin fraught, o'er Pequod mountains driven; 
And felt infernal joy the bosom warm, 
To see their light hang o'er the skirts of even, 
And other suns arise, to gild a kinder heaven. 

" Swift to the Pequod fortress Mason sped. 
Far in the wildering wood's impervious gloom ; 
A lonely castle, brown with twilight dre^, 
Where oft th' embowell'd captive met his doom, 
And frequent heaved around the hollow tomb ; 
Scalps hung in rows, and whitening bones were 

strew'd ; 
Where, round the broiling babe, fresh from the womb. 
With howls the Powaw fill'd the dark abode, [god. 
And screams and midnight prayers invoked the evil 

" There too, with awful rites, the hoary priest. 
Without, beside the moss-grown altar stood, 
His sable form in magic cincture dress'd. 
And heap'd the mingled offering to his god. 
What time, with golden light, calm evening glow'd. 
The mystic dust, the flower of silver bloom. 
And spicy herb, his hand in order strew'd ; 
Bright rose the curling flame ; and rich perfume 
On smoky vdngs upflew, or settled round the tomb. 

'* Then o'er the circus danced the maddening throngs 
As erst the Thy as roam'd dread Nysa round, 
And struck to forest notes th' ecstatic song, 
While slow beneath them heaved the wavy ground. 
With a low, lingering groan of d3ring sound. 
The ivoodland rumbled ; murmur'd deep each stream ; 
Shrill sung the leaves ; all ether sigh'd profound ; 
Pale tufts of purple topped the silver flame. 
And many-colour'd forms on evening breezes came. 

" Thin, twilight forms, attired in changing sheen 
Of plumes high-tinctured in the western ray ; 
Bending, they peep'd the fleecy folds between. 
Their wings light-rustling in the breath of May. 
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Soft-hoyering round the fire, in mystic play, 
TTiey snuflfd the incense waved in clouds afar, 
Then, silent, floated towards the setting day: 
Eve redden'd each fine form, each misty car. 
And through them faintly gleamed, at times, the west- 
em star. 

" Then (so tradition sings) the train behind. 
In plumy zones of rainbow'd beauty dress'd, 
Rode the Great Spirit in th' obedient wind, 
In yellow clouds slow-sailing from! the west. 
With dawning smiles the God his votaries blessM, 
And taught where deer retired to ivy dell ; 
What chosen chief with proud command t' invest ; 
Where crept th' approaching foe, with purpose fell. 
And where to wind the scout, and war's dark storm 
dispel. 

" Therp, on her lover's tomb, in silence laid, [beam* 
While still and sorrowing shower'd the moon's pale 
At times expectant, slept the widow'd maid. 
Her soul far-wandering on the sylph- wing'd dream. 
Wafted from evening skies on sunny stream, 
Her darling youth with silver pinions shone ; 
With voice of music, tuned to sweetest theme. 
He told of sheU-bright bowers beyond the sun, 
Where years of endless joy o'er Indian lovers run. 

"But now nor awful rites nor potent spell 
To silence charm'd the peals of coming war ; 
Or told the dread recesses of the dell, 
Where flowing Mason led his bands from far : 
No spirit, buoyant on his airy car, 
ControU'd the whirlwind of mvading fight : 
Beep died in blood, dun evening's fsdhng star 
Sent sad o'er western hills its parting light. 
And no returning mom dispersed the long dark night 

** On the drear walls a sudden splendour glow'd, 
There Mason shone, and there nis veterans pour'd* 
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Anew the hero claim'd the fiends of Uood, [er'd, 
While answering storms of arrows round 1dm show- 
And the war-scream the ear with anguish gored* 
Alone he burst the gate : the forest round 
Re-echoed death ; the peal of onset roared ; 
In rush'd the squadrons ; earth in blood was drownM ; 
And gloomy spirits fled, and corses hid the ground. 

'' Not long in dubious fight the host had striven, , 
When, kindled by the musket^s potent flame, 
In clouds and fire the castle rose to heaven. 
And gloom'd the world with melancholy beam. 
Then hoarser groans with deeper anguish came, 
And fiercer fight the keen asssuilt repell'd : 
Nor even these ills the savage breast could tame ; 
Like hell's deep caves the hideous region yell'd, 
Till death and sweeping fire laid waste the hostile 
field. 

" Soon the sad tale their friends surviving heard. 
And Mason, Mason, rung in every wind : 
Quick from their rugged wilds they disappeared, 
HowPd down the hills, and left the blast behind. 
Their fastening foes by generous Stoughton join'd. 
Hung o'er the rear, and every brake explored ; 
But such dire terror seized the savage mind, 
So swift and black a storm behind them lowered, 
On wings of raging fear, through spacious realms 
they scoured, 

" Amid a circling marsh expanded wide, 
To a lonfe hill the Pequods wound their way ; 
And none but Heaven the mansion had descried. 
Close-tangled, wild, impervious to the day ; 
But one ipoor wanderer, loitering, long astray, 
Wilder'd in lab3rrinths of pathless wood, 
In a tall tree imbower'd, obscurely lay ; [show'd 
Straight summoned down, the trembling suppliant 
Where lurk'd his vanished friends within their drear 
abode. 
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'* To death the murderers were anew required, 
A pardon proffer'd, and a peace assured ; 
And, though with vengeful heat their foes were fired, 
Their lives, their fre^om, and their lands secured. 
Some yielding heard. In fastness strong immured, 
The rest the terms refused with brave disdain ; 
Near and more near the peaceful herald lured. 
Then bade a shower of arrows round him rain, 
And win^'d him swift from danger to the distant 
plam. 

*' Through the sole, narrow way, to vengeance led. 
To final fight our generous heroes drew; [shade. 
And Stoughton now had pass'd the moor's blaidL 
When hell's terrific region scream'd anew. 
Undaunted on their foes they fiercely flew ; 
As fierce, the dusky warriors crowd the fight ; 
Despair inspires ; to combat's face they glue ; 
With groans and shouts they rage, unknowing flight. 
And dose their sullen eyes in shades of endtess 
night." 

Indulge, my native land ! indulge the tear, 
That steals impassion'd o'er a nation's doom : 
To me each twi^ from Adam's stock is near, 
And sorrows fUl upon an Indian's tomb. 
And oh, ye chiefs ! in yonder starry home. 
Accept the humble tribute of this rh3rme. 
Your gallant deeds in Greece or haughty Rome, 
By Maro sung or Homer's harp subUme, 
Had charm'd the world's wide round, and triumph'd 
over time. 
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John Tbumbull« 

GHAKACTXE OF M'^INGAL. 

Whsv Yankees, skill'd in martial rule. 
First put the British troops to school } 
Instructed them in warlike trade, 
And new manoeuyres of parade ; ' 
The true war-dance of Yankee-reds, 
And manual exercise of heels ; 
Made tiiem give up, like saints complete. 
The arm of flesh, and imst the feet, 
And woik, like Christians undissembling, 
Salvation out by fear and trembling ; 
Taught Percy fashionable races, 
And modem modes of Chevy-Ohaces :* 
From Boston, in his best array. 
Great Squire M^Fingal took his way. 
And, graced with ensigns of renown, 
Steer'd homeward to ms native town. 

His high descent our heralds trace 
To Ossian's fiuned Fingalian race ; 
For though their name some part may lack, 
Old Fingal spelt it with a Mac ; 
Which great MTherson, with submission^ 
We hope will add the next edition. 

His^ fathers flourish'd in the Higldands 
Of Scotia^s fog-benighted islands ; 
Whence gain'd our squire two gifts by right. 
Rebellion and the second-sight. 
Of these the first, in ancient days, 
Had gainM the noblest palms of praise, 
'Gainst kings stood forth, and many a crown'd 
With terror of its mi^t confounded ; [head 

* Lord Percy commanded the party that was first opposed by 
the Americans at Lexington. This allusion to the family renown 
of Chevy-Cha^e arose from the precipitate manner (^ Ms quitting 
the field of battle, and retomink to Boston. 



63 JOHN TRUMBULL. 

Till rose a king with potent chann 
* His foes by goodness to disarm ; 
Whom ev'ry Scot and Jacobite 
Straight fell in love with — ^at first sight ; 
Whose gracious speech, with aid of pensions, 
Hush'd down all murmurs of dissensions, 
And with the sound of potent metal, 
Brought all their blust'rmg swarms to settle ; 
Who rained his ministerial mannas. 
Till loud Sedition sung hosannas ; 
The good lords-bishops and the kirk 
United in the public work ; 
Rebellion from the northern regions. 
With Bute and Mansfield swore allegiance, 
And all combined to raze, as nuisance. 
Of church and state, the constitutions ; 
Pull down the empire, on whose ruins 
They meant to edify their new ones ; 
Enslave the Xmer'can wildernesses. 
And tear the provinces in pieces. 
For these our squire, among the valient'st. 
Employed his time, and tools, and talents; 
And in their cause, with manly zeal, 
Used his first virtue to rebel ; 
And found this new rebellion pleasing 
As his old king-destro3mi^ treason. 
Nor less avsulM his optic sleight, 
And Scottish gift of second-sight. 
No ancient sibyl famed in rhyme, 
Saw deeper, in the womb of time ; 
No block in old Dodona^s grove 
Could ever more orac'lar prove. 
Nor only saw he all that was, 
But much that never came to pass ; 
Whereby all prophets far outwent he, 
Though former da3rs produced a plenty : 
For any man with half an eye, 
What stands before him may espy ; 
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And so much injured more his side, 
The stronger arguments he applied ; 
As old war-elephants, dismayed, 
Trod down the troops they came to aid. 
And hurt their own side more in battle 
Than less and ordinary cattle : 
Yet at town meetings ev'ry chief 
Pinn'd faith on great M*Fingal's sleeve, 
And, as he motioned all by rote. 
Raised S3rmpathetic hands to rote. 

The town, our hero's scene of action, 
Had long been torn by feuds of faction ; 
And as each party's strength prevails. 
It tum'd up diflPrent heads or tails ; 
With constant rattling, in a trice 
Show'd various sides, as oft as dice : 
As that famed weaver, wife t' Ulysses, 
By night each day's work pick'd in pieces ; 
And though she stoutly did bestir her, 
Its finishmg was ne'er the nearer : 
So did this town with steadfast zeal. 
Weave cobwebs for the public weal. 
Which, when completed, or before, 
A second vote in pieces tore. 
They met, made speeches full long-winded, 
' Resolved, protested, and rescinded ; 
Addresses sign'd, then chose committees, 
To stop all drinking of Bohea-teas ; 
With ¥dnds of doctrine veer'd about. 
And tum'd all Whig committees out. 
Meanwhile our hero, as their head. 
In pomp the Tory faction led, 
Still following, as the squire should please, 
Sibceessive on. like files of geese. 
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St. John Honetwood. 

' INBFFICACnr OF PUNISHMINTI. 

With stronger force than fear temptations draw. 
And cunning thinks to parry with the law. 
" My brother swung, poor novice in his art, 
He blindly stumbled on a hangman^s cart ; 
But wiser I, assuming every shape, 
As Proteus erst, am certain to escape." 
The knave, thus jeering, on his skill relies, 
For never villain deemed himself unwise, [wide, 

When earth convulsive heaved, and, yawning 
Ingulfed in darkness Lisbon's spiry pride, 
At that dread hour of ruin and dismay 
Tis famed the harden'd felon prowlea for prey ; 
Nor trembling earth nor thunders could restrain 
His daring feet, which trod the sinking fane ; 
Whence, while the fabric to its centre shook. 
By impious stealth the hallowed vase he took. 

What time the gaping, vulgar throng to see 
The wretch expire on Tyburn's fatal tree. 
Fast by the crowd the luckier villain clings. 
And pufers while the* hapless culprit swings. 



William Clifton. 



ANCIENT AND MODBKN LITIKATUKI. 

When Truth in classic majesty appear'd. 
And Greece on high the dome of Science rear'd, 
Patience and Perseverance, Care and Pain, 
Alone the steep, the rough ascent could gain : 
None but the ^eat the sun-clad summit found ; 
The weak were baffled, and the strong were crown'd. 
The tardy transcript's high-wrought page confined 
To one pursuit the undivided mind. 

Fd 
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No venal critic fattened on the trade, 
Books for delight, and not for sale were made ; 
Then shone superior in the realms of thought. 
The chief who goyem'd, and the sage who taught ; 
The drama tben with deathless bays was wreath'd. 
The statue qiucken'd, and the canvass breathed. 
The poet, then, with unresisted art, 
Sway'd every impulse of the captive heart. 
Touch'd with a beam of Heaven's creative mind. 
His spirit kindled, and his taste refined : 
Incessant toil informed his rising youth; 
Thought grew to thought, and truth attracted truth, 
Till, sdl complete, his perfect soul displayed 
Some bloom of genius that could never fade. 
So the sage oak, to Nature's mandate true, 
Advanced but slow, and strengthened as he erew! 
But when at length (full many a season o^ex) 
His head the blossoms of high promise bore ; 
When steadfast were his roots, and sound his heart, 
He bade oldivion and decay depart ; 
And, storm and time defying, still remains 
The never-4ying glory of the plains. 

Then, if -some thoughtless Bavins dared appear. 
Short was his date, and limited his sphere ; 
He could but please the changeling mob a day, 
Then, like his noxious labours, pass away : 
So, near a forest tall, some worthless flower 
Enjoys the triumphs of its gaudy hour, 
Scatters its little poieon throngh the skies. 
Then droops its en^ty, hated head, and dies. 

Still, as from famed Uyssus' cbisaic shore. 
To JBiineius' banks the Muse her laurel bore, 
The sacred plant to hands divine was given, 
And deathless Maro mused the boon of HearaA. 
Exalted bard ! to hear thy gentler voice. 
The valleys listen, and their swains r^oice ; 
But when, on some wild mountain's awihl foon, 
We hear thy spirit ehanting'to the stom. 
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Of battling chi^, and ajrmies laid in gore, 
We rage, we mgh, we wonder mod adm. 
Thus Rome with Greece in riral eplendoor shone, 
But claim'd immoital satire for her own : 
While Horace pierced full oft the wanton breast 
With sportive censure and resistless jest ; 
And that Etrurian, whose indignant lay 
Thy kindred genius* can so well display, 
With many a well-aimed thought and pointed line. 
Drove the bold villain from his black design. 
For as th.ose mighty masters of the. lyre, 
AVith tempered mgiuty or quenchless ire. 
Through all the various paths of science trod, 
Their school was Nature, and their teacher God. 

Nor did the Muse decline, till o'er her head 
The savage tempest of the North was spcead ; 
Till arm'd with desolation's bolt it came, 
And wrapp'd her temple in funereal flame. 

But socm the Arts once more a dawn diilnse. 
And Petrarch hail'd it with his morning nuise ; 
Boccace and Dante joinM the choral lay. 
And Amo glistened with returning dav. 
Thus Science rose ; and, all her troubles passed. 
She hoped a steady, tranquM reign at last; 
But Faustus eame : -(mdulge the painful thought). 
Were not his countless volumes dearly bought ; 
For, while to every cUaiie and dass they ^ew^ 
Their worth diminished as their numbeors grew. 
Some pressman, rich in ff mner's wealthy pa^ 
Could give ten epics to one wondering age ; 
.A single thought supplied the great desi^^ 
And clouds of Iliads spread &ojn evcay une. 
Nor Homer's glowing page, »or Virgil's &re. 
Could one lone breast with equal flame inspire^- 

* Thfite linet were addreaaed to the English satirist William 
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But, lost in books, irregular and wild, 

The poet wonder'd, and the critic smiled : 

The friendly smile a bulkier work repays ; 

For fools ynH print, while greater fools will praise« 



Washington Allston. 

THE SYLPH OF SPKINQ. 

Then spake the Sylph of Spring serene, 
'Tis I thy joyous heart, I ween, 

With sympathy shall move : 
For I with living melody 
Of birds in choral symphony. 
First waked thy soul to poesy. 

To piety and love. 

When thou, at call of vernal breeze. 
And beckoning bough of budding trees. 

Hast left thy sullen fire ; 
And stretch^ thee in some mossy dell. 
And heard the browsing wether's bell, 
Blythe echoes rousing from their cell 

To swell the tinkhng quire : 

Or heard from branch of flow'ring thorn 
The song of friendly cuckoo warn 

The tardy-moving swain ; 
Hast bid the purple swallow hail ; 
And seen him now through ether sail. 
Now sweeping downward o'er the vale, 

And skimming now the plain ; 

Then, catching with a sudden glance 
The bright and silver-clear expanse 

Of some broad river's stream. 
Beheld the boats adown it glide. 
And motion wind again the tide, 
Where, chain'd in ice by Winter's pride, 

Late roll'd the heavy team : 
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Or, lured l^ some fieslHMeiited gak, 
That woo'd the moored fighers' Mul 

To tempt the mighty main. 
Hast watch'd the dim receding shore, 
Now £adntly seen the ocean o'er, 
Like hanging cloud, and now no more 

To l^und the sapphire plain ; 

Then, wrapped in night, the scudding baik 
(That seemM, self-poised amid the dari(, 

Through upper air to leap), 
Beheld, from thy most fearful height, 
'Hie rapid dolpMn's azure light 
Cleave, like a liying meteor bright, 

The darkness of the deep : 

'Twas mine the warm, awakening hand 
That made thy grateful heart expand. 

And feel the high control 
Of Him, the mighty Power, that mores 
Amid the waters a^ the groves. 
And through his vast creation proves 

His omnipresent soul. 

Or, brooding o'er some forest rill, 
Fringed wim the eariy daffodil. 

And quivering maiden-hair. 
When thou hast mark'd the dusky bed, 
With leaves and water-rust o'erspread, 
That seem'd an amber light to shed 

On all was shadow'd there ; 

And thence, as by its murmur called, 
The curr^it traced to Y^re it brawPd 

Beneath the noontide ray ; 
And there beheld the checker'd shade 
Of waves, in many a sinuous braid, 
That o'er the sunny channel play'd. 

With motion ever gay : 
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Twas I to these the magic gave, 
That made thy heart, a willmg slave, 

To gentle Nature bend ; 
And taught thee how with tree and flower. 
And whispering gale, and dropping shower, 
In converse sweet to pass the hour. 

As with an early friend. 

That mid the noontide sunny haze, 
Did in thy languid bosom raise 

The raptures of the boy ; 
"When, waked as if to second birth, 
Thy soul through every pore look'd forth, 
And gazed upon the beauteous Earth 

With myriad eyes of joy : 

That made thy heart,like His above. 
To flow with universal love 

For every living thing. 
And oh ! if I, with ray divine. 
Thus tempering, did thy soul refine. 
Then let thy gentle heart be mine, 

And bless the Sylph of Spring. 



THB PAINT-KINO. 

Fair Ellen was long the delight of the young, 

No damsel could with her compare ; 
Her charms were the theme of the heart and the 

tongue. 
And bards without number in ecstasies sung, 

The beauties of Ellen the fair. 

Yet cold was the maid ; and though legions advanced, 

All drill'd by Ovidean art. 
And languished and ogled, protested and danced, 
Like shadows they came, and like shadows they 
glanced 

From the hard-polish'd ice of her heart. 
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Yet still did the heart of fair Ellen implore 

A something that could not be found ; 
Like a sailor she seemed on a desolate shore, 
With nor house, nor a tree, nor a sound but the roar 
Of breakers high dashing around. 

From object to object still, still would she veer, 
Though nothing, alas ! could she find ; 

Like the moon, without atmosphere, brilliant and 
clear, 

Yet doomed, like the moon, with no being to cheer 
The bright barren waste of her mind. 

But rather than sit like a statue so still 

When the rain made her mansion a pound, 
Up and down would she go, like the sails of a mill, 
And pat every stair, like a woodpecker's bill. 
From the tiles of the roof to the ground. 

One mom, as the maid from her casement inclined, 
Passed a youth with a frame in his hand. 

The casement she closed — not the eye of her mind; 

For, do all she could, no, she could not be blind ; 
Still before her she saw the youth stand. 

^' Ah, what can he do," said the languishing maid, 

" Ah, what with that-frame can he do I" 
And she knelt to the goddess of Secrets and prayed, 
When the youth pass'd again, and again he displayed 
The frame and a picture to view. 

" Oh, beautiful picture !" the fair Ellen cried, 

*' I must see thee again or I die." 
Then under her white chin her bonnet she tied, 
And after the youth and the picture she hied. 

When the youth, looking back, met her eye. 

*' Fair damsel," said he (and he chuckled the while), 

" This picture I see you admire : 
Then take it, I pray you, perhaps 'twill beguile 
Some moments of sorrow (nay, pardon my smile); 

Or at least keep you home by the fire.'' 
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Then Ellen the gift with delight and surprise 
From the cunning yoimg stripling received. 
But she knew not the poison that entered her eyes. 
When, sparkling with rapture, they gazed on her 
Thus, alas, are fair maidens deceived ! [prize — 

Twas a youth o'er the form of a statue inclined, 

And the sculptor he seera-'d of the stone ; 
Yet he languished as though for its beauty he pined. 
And gazed as the eyes of the statue so blind 
Reflected the beams of his own. 

'Twas the tale of the sculptor Pygmalion of old ; 

Fair Ellen remembered and sighxl ; 
" Ah, couldst thou but lift from that mart)le so cold, 
Thine eyes too imploring, thy arms should enfold, 

And press me this day as thy bride." 

She said : when, behold, from the canvass arose 

The youth, and he stepped from the fhune : 
With a furious transport his arms did enclose 
The love-plighted Ellen : and, clasping, he froae 
The blood of the maid with his flame ! 

She tum'd and beheld on each shoulder a wing. 

** Oh, heaven !" cried she, " who art thou 1" [ring, 
From the roof to the ground did his fierce answer 
As, frowning, he thunder'd " I am the PAiirr-itmo! 

And mine, lovely maid, thOu art now !" 

Then high from the ground did the grim monster lift 

The loud-screaming maid like a blast ; 
And he sped through the air like a meteor swift. 
While the clouds, wand'ring by him, did fearflilly 
To the right and the left as he pass'd. [drift 

Now suddenly sloping his hurricane flight, 

With an eddying whirl he descends ; 
The air all below him becomes black as night, 
And the ground where he treads, as if moved with 
airtight, 

Like the surge of tiie CasjKaa bends. 



WASHINGTON ALLSTaif. 73 

<<I am here!'' said the fiend, and he thimdering 

At the gates of a monntainous cave ; [knock'a 

The gates open flew, as by magic unlocked, 

While the peaks of the mount, reeling to and fro. 

Like an island of ice on the wave. [rodL^d 

" Oh, mercy '." cried Ellen, and swoon'd in his arms. 
But the PAINT-KINO he scofTd at her pain. 

" Prithee, love," said the monster, ** wbbX mean these 
alarms t" 

She hears not, she sees not the terrible charms. 
That work her to horror again. 

She opens her lids, but no longer her eyes 
Behold the fair youth she would woo ; 

Now appears the paint-kino in his natural gmse ; 

His face, like a palette of villanous dyes. 
Black and white, red and yellow, and blue. 

On the scull of a Titan, that Heaven defied, 

Sat the fiend, like the grim giant Gog, 
While aloft to his mouth a huge pipe he applied. 
Twice as big as the Eddystone hghthouse, descried 
As it looms through an easterly fog. 

And anon, as he puff 'd the vast volumes, were seen, 

In horrid festoons on the wall, 
Legs and arms, heads and bodies emerging between, 
m^e the drawing-room grim of the Scotdi Sawney 

By the devil dress'd out for a ball. [Beane, 

** Ah me !" cried the damsel, and fell at his feet« 

'* Must I hang on these walls to be dried?'' [seat, 
'^ Oh, no !" said the fiend, while he sprung from his 
^ A far nobler fortune thy person sha^ meet ; 
Into paint will I grind thee, my bride !" 

Then seizing the maid by her dark auburn hair. 

An oil jug he plunged ner within. 
Seven days, seven nights, with the shrieks of 43spair, 
Did Ellen in torment convul^ the dun air, 

All covered with oil to the chin. 

G 
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On the mora of the ei|^hth, on a huge sable stones 

Then Ellen, all reeking, he laid ; 
With a rock for his muller he crush'd eveiy bone, 
But, though ground to jelly, still, still did she groan^ 

For life ha^ forsook not the maid. 

Now reaching his palette, with masterly care 

Each tint on its surface he spread; 
The blue of her eyes, and the brown of her hair. 
And the pearl and the white of her forehead so fair. 

And her lips' and her cheeks' rosy red. 

Then, stamping his foot, did the monster exclaim, 

" Now I brave, cruel Fairy, thy scorn !" 
*When lo ! from a chasm wide-yawning there came 
A light tiny chaliot of rose-colour'd flame, 
By a team of ten glow-worms upborae. 

Enthroned in the midst on an emerald bright. 

Fair Greraldine sat without peer ; 
Her robe was a gleam of the first blush of liffht, 
And her mantle the fleece of a noon-cloud white. 

And a beam of the moon was her spear. 

In an accent that stole on the still charmed air 

Like the first gentle lan^^age of Eve, 
Thus spake from her chanot the &iry so fair : 
^ I come at thy call, but, oh Paint-Kmg, beware, 
Beware if again you deceive." 

«* Tis true," said the monster, " thou queen of my 
heart. 

Thy portrait I oft have essay'd ; 
Yet ne'er to the canvass could I with my art 
The least of thy wonderful beauties impart; 

And my failure with scorn you repaid. 

" Now I swear by the light of the Comet-King's taflP 

And he tower'd with pride as he spoke, 
** If again with these magical colours I fail. 
The crater of Etna shall hence be my jail. 
And my food shall be sulphur and smoke. 
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" But if I succeed, then, oh, fair Geraldine ! 

Thy promise with justice I claim, 
And thou, queen of fairies, shalt ever be mine, 
The bride of my bed ; and thy portrait divine 

Shall fill all the earth with my fame/' 

He spake ; when, behold, the fair Geraldine's form 
On the canvass enchantingly glow'd ; 

His touches — ^they flew like the leaves in a storm ; 

And the pure pearly white and the carnation warm 
Contending in harmony flow'd. 

And now did the portrait a twin-sister seem 

To the figure of Geraldine fair : 
With the same sweet expression did faithfully teem 
Each muscle, each feature ; in short, not a gleam 

Was lost of her beautiful hair. 

Twas the fairy herself! but alas ! her blue eyes 

Still a pupil did ruefully lack ; 
And who shall describe the terrific surprise 
That seized the paint-kino when, behold, he descries 

Not a speck on his palette of black ! 

^ I am lost !" said the fiend, and he shook like a 
leaf; 

When, casting his eyes to the ground. 
He saw the lost pupils of Ellen with ^ef 
In the jaws of a mouse, and the sly httle thief 

Whisk away from his sight with a bound. 

^ I am lost !" said the fiend, and he fell like a stone ; 

Then rising, the fairy, in ire. 
With a touch of her finger she loosened her zone 
(While the limbs on the wall gave a terrible groan), 

And she swelled to a column of fire. 

Her spear now a thunder-bolt flashed in the air. 

And sulphur the vault fiU'd around : 
She smote the grim monster ; and now by the hair, 
High-liftinff, she hurPdhim in speechless despair 

Down ffte depths of the chasm profound. 
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Then over the picture thrice waving her spear, 

" Come forth !" said the good Geraldine ; 
When, behold, from the canvass descending, appear 
Fair Ellen, in person more lovely than e'er. 
With grace more than ever divine ! 
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Ob, pour upon my soul again 

That sad, unearthly strain, 
That seems from other worlds to plahkj 
Thus falling, falling from afar, 
As if some melancholy star 
Had mingled with her light her sighs 
And dropped them from the skies. 

No — never came from aught below 

This melody of wo, 
That makes my heart to overflow 
As from a thousand gushing springs 
Unknown before ; that with it brings 
This nameless light— if light it be^ 

That veils the world I see. 

For all I see around me wears 
The hue of other spheres ; 
And something blent of smiles and tears 
Comes from the very air I breathe. 
Oh, nothing, sure, the stars beneath, 
Can mould a sadness like to this — 
So like angelic bliss. 

So, at that dreamy hour of day 

When the last lingering ray 
Stops on the highest cloud to play- 
So thought the gentle Rosalie 
As on her maiden revery 
First fell the strain of hun who stole 
In music to her souL 
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Richard H. Dana. 

MVEDKB or A SPANISH LADT BT A NBATI. 

A sound is in the P3nrenees ! 

Whirling and dark, comes roaring down 

A tide, as of a thousand seas, 

Sweeping both cowl and crown. 
On field and vineyard thick and red it stood. 
Spain's streets and palaces are full of blood ; 

And wrath and terror shake the land ; 

The peaks shine clear in watchfire lights ; 

Soon comes the tread of that stout band — 

Bold Arthur and his knights. 
Awake ye. Merlin ! Hear the shout from Spain! 
The spell is broke ! Arthur is come again ! 

Too late for thee, thou young, fair bride ; 

The lips are cold, the brow is pale. 

That thou didst kiss in love and pride. 

He cannot hear thy wail, [sound— 

Whom thou didst lull with fondly murmur'd 
His couch is cold and lonely in the ground. 

He fell for Spain— her Spain no more ; 

For he was gone who made it dear ; 

And she would seek some distant shore, 

At rest from strife and fear, 
And wait amid her sorrows till the day 
His vmce of love should call her thence away. 

Lee feigned him grieved, and bow'd him low. 

^Twould joy his heart could he but aid 

So good a lady in her wo. 

He meekly, smoothly said. 
With wealth and servants she is soon aboard, 
And that white Bteed she rode beside her lord. 

G9 
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The son goes down upon the sea ; 

The shadows gather round her home. 

^ How like a paU are ye to me ! 

My home, how Uke a tomb ! 
Oh ! blow, ye flowers of Spain, aboye his head : 
Ye will not blow o'er me when I am dead." 

And now the stars are burning bright ; 

Yet still she looks towards the shore, 

Beyond the waters black in night. 

" I ne'er shall see thee more ! 
Ye're many, waves, yet lonely seems your flow, 
And I'm alone — scarce know I where I go." 

Sleep, sleep, thou sad one, on the sea ! 

The wash of waters lulls thee now ; 

His arm no more will pillow thee. 

Thy hand upon his brow. 
He is not near, to hush thee or to save. 
The ground is his, the sea must be thy grave. 

. The moon comes up, the night goes on. 
Why in the shadow of the mast. 
Stands that dark, thoughtful man alone % 
Thy pledge, man ; keep it fast ! 
Betlunk thee of her youth and sorrows, Lee : 
Helpless alone — and then her trust in thee ! 

When told the hardships thou hadst borne, 

Her words were to thee like a chsurm. 

With uncheer'd grief her heart is worn. 

Thou wilt not do her harm ! 
He looks out on the sea that sleeps in light. 
And growls an oath: *\ It is too still to-night !" 

He sleeps ; but dreams of massy gold. 
And heaps of pearl. He stretch'd his hands. 
He hears a voice : " 111 man, withhold." 
A pale one near him stands : 

Her breath comes deathly cold upon his cheek ; 

Her touch is cold. He wakes with piercing shriek. 
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He wakes ; but no relentings wake 

Within his angry, restless soul. 

'* What, shall a dream Matt's purpose shake t 

The gold will make all whole. 
Thy merchant trade had nigh unmanned thee, lad ! 
What, balk thy chance because a woman's sad t" 

He cannot look on her mild eye — 

Her patient words his spirit quell. 

Witlun that evil heart there lie 

The hates and fears of hell. 
His speech is short ; he wears a surly brow. 
There's none will hear her shriek. What fear ye 
now? 

The workings of the soul ye fear ; 

Ye fear the power that goodness hath ; 

Ye fear the Unseen One, ever near, 

Walking his ocean path. 
From out the silent void there comes a ciy : 
^'Vengeance is mine! Lost man, thy doom is 
nigh !" 

Nor dread of ever-during wo, 

Nor the sea's awful solitude. 

Can make thee, wretch, thy crime forego. 

Then, bloody hand— to blood ! 
The scud is driving vrildly over head ; 
The stars bum dim ; the ocean moans its dead. 

Moan for the living — moan our sins — 

The wrath of man, more fierce than thine. 

Hark ! still thy waves ! The work begins : 

He makes the deadly sign. 
The crew glide down like shadows. Eye and hand 
Speak feariful meanings through that sUent band. 

They're gone. The helmsman stands alone. 
And one leans idly o'er the bow. 
Still as a tomb the ship keeps on ; 
Nor sound nor stirring now. 
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Hush, hark ! as from the centre of the deep, 
Shrieks ! fiendish yells ! They stab them m their 
sleep. 

The scream of rage, the groan, the strife, 
The blow, the gasp, the horrid cry. 
The panting, stifled prayer for life. 
The dying's heaving sigh, [glare. 

The murderer's curse, the dead man's fix'd, still 
And Fear's, and Death's cold sweat — ^they all are 
there ! 

On pale, dead men, on burning cheek. 
On quick, fierce eyes, brows hot and damp. 
On hands that with the warm blood reek. 
Shines the dim cabin lamp. 

Lee look'd. " They sleep so sound," he laughing 
said, 

" They'll scarcely wake for mistress or for maid.** 

A crash ! They've forced the door ; and then 
One long, long, shrill, and piercing scream 
Comes thrilling through the growl of men. 
•Tis hers ! Oh God, redeem [child ! 

From worse than death thy suffering, helpless 
That dreadful cry again — shturp, sharp, and wild ! 

It ceased. With speed o' th' hghtning's flash, 
A loose-robed form, with streaming hair, 
Shoots by. A leap ! a auick, short splash ! 
lis gone ! There's nothing there ! 

The waves have swept away the bubbling tide. 

Bright-crested waves, how proudly on ye ride ! 

She's sleeping in her silent cave. 

Nor hears the stem, loud roar above. 

Or strife of man on land or wave. 

Young thing ! thy home of love 
Thou soon hast reach'd ! Fair, unpolluted thing, 
They hann'd thee not ! Wasdjongsuflferingt 
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Oh, no ! To live when joy was dead ; 

To go with one, lone, pining thought — 

To mournful love thy being wed — 

Feeling what death had wrought ; 
To live the child of wo, yet shed no tear. 
Bear kindness, and yet share no joy nor fear ; 

To look on man, and deem it strange 
That he on things of earth should brood, 
"When all its throng'd and busy range 
To thee was solitude — 
Oh, this was bitterness ! Death came and press'd 
Thy wearied lids, and brought thy sick heart rest. 



THE husband's AND WIFK's QRAVE. 

Husband and wife ! No converse now ye hold, 
As once ye did in your young days of love, 
On its alarms, its anxious hours, delays, 
Its silent meditatfons, its glad hopes. 
Its fears, impatience, quiet S3rmpathies ; 
Nor do ye speak of joy assured, and bliss 
Full, certain, and possessed. Domestic cares 
Call you not now together. Earnest talk 
On what your children may be, moves you not. 
Ye lie in silence, and an awful silence ; 
'Tis not like that in which ye rested once 
Most happy — silence eloquent, when heart 
With heart held speech, and your mysterious frames. 
Harmonious, sensitive, at every beat 
Touch'd the soft notes of love. 

Stillness profound, 
Insensible, unheeding, folds you round ; 
And darkness, as a stone, has sealed you in. 
Away from all the living, here ye rest : 
In all the nearness of the narrow tomb. 
Yet feel ye not each other's presence now. 
Dread fellowship ! together, yet alone. 
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Is this thy prison-house, thy grave, then, Love ? 
And doth death cancel the great bond that holds 
CommingUng spirits ? Are thoughts that know no 

bounds. 
But, self-inspired, rise upward, searching out 
The eternal Mind— the Father of all thought^ 
Are they become mere tenants of a tomb ? 
Dwellers in darkness, who th' illuminate realms 
Of uncreated light have visited and hved t 
Lived in the dreadful splendour of that throne, 
Which One, with ffentle hand the veil of flesh 
Lifting, that hung Hwixt man and it, reveal'd 
In glory ? throne, before which even now 
Our souls, moved by prophetic power, bow down 
Rejoicing, yet at their own natures awed ? 
Souls that Thee know by a mysterious sense. 
Thou awful, unseen presence — are they quenched, 
Or bum they on, hid from our mortal eyes 
By that bright day which ends not, as the sun 
His robe of light flings round the glittering stars ! 

And with our frames do perish all our loves ! 
Do those that took their root and put forth buds, 
And their soft leaves unfolded in the warmth 
Of mutual hearts, grow up and live in beauty. 
Then fade and fall, like fair unconscious flowers t 
Are thoughts and passions that to the tongue give 

speech, 
And make it send forth winning harmonies. 
That to the cheek do give its living glow, 
And vision in the eye the soul intense 
With that for which there is no utterance — 
Are these the body's accidents! no more % 
To live in it, and when that dies, go out 
Like the burnt taper's flame ? 

Oh, listen, man! 
A voice within us speaks that startUng word, 
^* Man, thou shalt never die !" Celestial voices 
Hymn it unto our souls : according harps. 
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By angel fingers touched when the mild stars 

Of morning sang together, sound forth still 

The song of our great immortality : 

Thick clustering orbs, and this our fair domain, 

The tall, dark mountains, and the deep-toned seas. 

Join in this solemn, universal song. 

Oh, listen, ye, our spirits ; drink it in 

From all the air ! 'Tis in the gentle moonlight ; 

'Tis floating midst day's setting glories ; Night, 

Wrapped in her sable robe, with silent step 

Comes to our bed and breathes it in our ears : 

Night, and the dawn, bright day, and thoughtful eve^ 

All time, all bounds, the limitless expanse. 

As one vast mystic instrument, are touched 

By an unseen, living Hand, and conscious chords 

Quiver with joy in this great jubilee. 

The dying hear it ; and as sounds of earth 

Grow duU and distant, wake their passing souls 

To mingle in this heavenly harmony. 

Why is it that I linger round this tomb ? 
Wliat holds it ? Dust that cumbered those I mouiiL 
They shook it off, and laid aside earth's robes. 
And put on those of light. They're gone to dwell 
In love — their God^s and angels'. Mutual love. 
That bound them here, no longer needs a speech 
For full communion; nor sensations strong. 
Within the breast, their prison, strive in vain 
To be set free, and meet their kind in joy. 
Changed to celestials, thoughts that rise in each. 
By natures new, impart themselves, though silent. 
Each quick'ning sense, each thrc^ of holy love, 
Affections sanctified, and the full glow 
Of being, which expand and gladden one. 
By union all mysterious, thriU and live 
In both immortal frames : Sensation all. 
And thought, pervading, mingling sense and thought! 
Ye pair'd, yet one ! wrappjed in a consciousness 
Twofold, yet single— this is love, this life ! 
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Why call we, then, the square-built monmnent. 
The upright column, and the low-laid slab, 
Tokens of death, memorials of decay 1 
Stand in this solemn, still assembly, man. 
And learn thy proper nature ; for thou see'st. 
In these shaped stones and lettered tables, figures 
Of life : More are they to thy soul than those 
Which he who talk'd on Sinai's mount with God 
Brought to the old Judeans — types are these, 
Of thine eternity. 

I thank thee, Father, 
That at this simple grave, on which the dawn 
Is breaking, emblem of that day which hath 
No close. Thou kindly unto my dark mind 
Hast sent a sacred light, and that away 
From this green hillock, whither I had come 
In sorrow, Thou art leading me in joy. 






DAYBREAK. 



" The Pilgrim Ihey laid in a large upper chamber, whose win- 
dow opened towards the eun rising : toe name of the chamber 
was Peace ; where he slept till break of day, and then he awoke 
and sang." — The Pilgrim* s Progress. 

Now, brighter than the host that all night long, 

In fiery armour, up the heavens high 

Stood watch, thou comest to wait the moming^s song. 

Thou comest to tell me day again is nigh. 

Star of the dawning, cheerful is thine eye ; ^ 

And yet in the broad day it must grow dim. 

Thou seem'st to look on me, as asking why 

My mourning eyes with silent tears do swim ; 

Thou bid'st me turn to God, and seek my rest in Him, 

« Canst thou grow sad," thou say'st, " as earth grows 
And sigh, when little birds begin discourse [bright ? 
In quick, low voices, ere the streaming light 
Pours on their nests, as sprung from day's fresh 
source? 
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With creatures innocent thou muat perforci 
A sharer be, if that tbiae heart be pure. 
And holy hour like this, save sharp remorsi 
or ilia and pains of life must bo the cure, 
And breathe in kindred calm, and teach tht 

I feel its calm. But there's a sombrous hii< 
Along that eastern cloud of deep, dull red ; 
Nor glitters yet the cold and heavy dew ; 
And all the woods and hJDtops stand outspr 
With dusky lights, which warmth nor comfi 
Still— save the bird that scarcely lifts its so 
The vast world seems the tomb of all the A 
The silent city emptied of its throng, 
And ended, all alike, grief, mirth, love, 1 
wrong. 

But wrong, and hate, and lore, and grief, a 
Will quicken soon ; and hard, hot toil and i 
With headlong purpose, shake this sleeping 
With discord strange, and all that man calh 
With thousand scatter'd beauties nature's ri 
And aire, and woods, and streams breathe hai 
Man weds not these, but taketh art to wife 
Nor binds bis heart with soft and kindly tie 
He, feverish, blinded, lives, and, feverish, sa: 

And 'tis because man useth so amiss 
Her dearest blessings, Nature seemeth sad 
Else why should she in such fresh hour as 
Not hfl the veil, in revelation glad. 
From her fair face * It is that man is mad 
Then chide me not, clear star, thai 1 repine 
Wiien Nature grieves : nor deem this heart 
Thou look'st towards earth ; but yet the hes 

While I to earth am bound : When will the 
be minel 
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If man would but his finer nature learn. 
And not in life fantastic lose the sense 
Of simpler things ; could Nature's features stem 
Teach him be thoughtful ; then, with soul intense, 
I should not yearn for God to tsike me hence, 
But bear my lot, albeit in spirit bow'd, 
Remembering humbly why it is, and whence : 
But when I see cold man, of reason proud, 
My solitude is sad — I'm lonely in the crowd* 

But not for this alone, the silent tear 
Steals to mine eyes, while looking on the mom. 
Nor for this solemn hour : fresh life is near ; 
But all my joys ! they died when newly bom. 
Thousands will wake to joy ; while 1, forlorn, 
And, like the stricken dear, with sickly eye, [torn ; 
ShaU see them pass. Breathe calm — my spirit^i 
Ye holy thoughts, lift up my soul on high ! [nigh. 
Ye hopes of things unseen, the far-off world bring 

And when I grieve, oh rather let it be 
That I, whom Nature taught to sit with her 
On her proud mountains, by her rolling sea ; 
Who, when the winds are up, with mighty stir 
Of woods and waters, feel the quick'ning spur 
To my strong spirit ; who, as mine own child, 
Do love the flower, and in the ragged bur 
A beauty see : that I this mother mild [and wild f 
Should leave, and go with care, and passions fierce 

How suddenly that straight and glittering shaft 

Shot 'thwart the earth I In crown of living fire 

Up comes the Day ! As if they conscious quaff'd 

The sunny flood, hill, forest, city, spire 

Laugh in the wakening light. Go, vain Desire ! 

The dusky lights have gone ; go thou thy way I 

And pining Discontent, Uke them, expire ! 

5® call'd my chamber. Peace, when ends the day ; 

And let me with the dawn, like Pilgrim, sing and 
pray! ' ^ «, *-. 
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THB BAPTISM OF CHRIST. 

It was a green spot in the wilderness, 
Touch'd by the river Jordan. The dark pine 
Never had dropped its tassels on the moss 
Tufting the leaning bank, nor on the grass 
Of the broad circle stretching evenly 
To the straight larches, had a heavier foot 
Than the wild heron's titwiden. Softly in 
Through a long aisle of willows, dim and cool, 
Stole the dear waters with their muffled feet. 
And hushing as they spread into the light, 
Circled the ed^es of the pebbled tank 
Slowly, then nppled through the woods away. 

Hither had come th' apostle of the wild. 
Winding the river's course. 'Twas near the flush 
Of eve, and, with a multitude around. 
Who from the cities had come out to hear. 
He stood breast high amid the running stream, 
Baptizing as the Spirit gave him power. 
His simple raiment was of camel's hair, 
A leathern girdle close about his loins. 
His beard unshorn, and his daily meat 
The locust and wild honey of the wood ; 
But like the face of Moses on the mount 
Shone his rapt countenance, and in his eye 
Bum'd the mild fire of love, as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion swift 
To the chain'd spirit of the listener stole. 

Silent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat, and while the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping early to their nests. 
And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 
They mused if he were Christ. The rippling stream 
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Still turned its silver courses from his breast 
As he divined their thought. " I but baptize," 
He said, " with water ; but there cometh One 
The latchet of whose shoes I may not dare 
Even to unloose. He will baptize with fire 
And with the Holy Ghost." And lo ! while yet 
The words were on his lips, he raised his eyes, 
And on the bank stood Jesus. He had laid 
His raiment off, and with his loins alone 
Girt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs, 
In their angelic slightness, meek and bare, 
He waited to go in. But John forbade. 
And hurried to his feet and stay'd him there. 
And said, " Nay, Master ! I have need of thincj 
Not thou of mine /" And Jesus, with a smile 
Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks, 
And answered, " Suffer it to be so now ; 
For thus it doth become me to fulfil 
All righteousness." And, leaning to the stream, 
He took around him the apostle's arm, 
And drew him gently to the midst. 

The wood 
Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 
Up from the water. With his clasp'd hands 
Laid on his breast, th^ apostle silently 
Followed his Master's steps ; when lo ! a light, 
Bright as the tenfold glory of the sun. 
Yet lambent as the softly burning stars, 
Enveloped them, and from the heavens away 
Parted the dim blue ether like a veil ; 
And as a voice, fearful exceedingly, 
Broke from the midst, *' This is my much-loybd toN, 
In whom I AM WELL PLEASED," a suow-whitc dove, 
Floating upon its wings, descended through, 
And, shedding a swift music from its plumes, 
Circled and fluttered to the Saviour's breast. 
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JLPBIL. 

** A violet by a mocsy stone 
Half bidden from the eye, 

Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky." 

Wordsworth. 

I HATE found violets. April hath come on, 
And the cool winds feel softer, and the rain 
FaUs in the beaded drops of summer time. 
You may hear birds at morning, and at eve 
The tame dove lingers till the twilight falls, 
Cooing upon the eaves, and drawing in 
His beautiful bright neck, and, from the hills, 
A murmur like the hoarseness of the sea 
Tells the release of waters, and the earth 
Sends up a pleasant smell, and the diy leaves 
Are lifted by the grass ; and so I know 
That Nature, with her delicate ear, hath heard 
The dropping of the velvet foot of Spring. 
Take of my violets ! I found them where 
The liquid South stole o'er them, on a bank 
That leaned to nmning water. There's to me 
A daintiness about these early flowers 
That touches me like poetry. They blow 
"With such a simple loveliness among 
The common herbs of pasture, and breathe out 
Their lives so unobtrusively, lie hearts 
Whose beatings are too gentle for the world. 
I love to go in the capricious days 
Of April and hunt violets ; when the rain 
Is in the blue cups trembling, and they nod 
So gracefully to the kisses of the wind. 
It may be deem'd too idle, but the young 
Read nature like the manuscript of heaven, 
And call the flowers its poetry. Go out ! 
Ye spirits of habitual unrest. 
And read it when the " fever of the world" 
Hath made your hearts impatient, and, if life 
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Hath yet one spring unpoisoned, it will be 
Like a beguiling music to its flow, 
And you will no more wonder that I love 
To hunt for violets in the April time. 



THB BBLFSY PIGEON. | 

** Mine eyes are sick of this perpetual flow 1 

Of people, and my heart of one sad thought." t* 

Shbllbt. { 

s 

On the cross beam under the Old South beU 

The nest of a pigeon is builded well. ^ 

In Slimmer and winter that bird is there, 

Out and in with the morning air : 

I love to see him track the street, ^ 

"With his wary eye and active feet ; 

And I often watch him as he springs, 

Circling the steeple with easy wings, 

Till across the dial his shade has passed. 

And the belfry edge is gained at last. 

'Tis a bird I love, with its brooding note, 

And the trembling throb in its mottled throat ; 

There^s a human look in its swelling breast, 

And the gentle curve of its lowly crest ; 

And I often stop with the fear I feel — 

He runs so close to the rapid wheel. 

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell- 
Chime of the hour or funeral knell— 
The dove in the belfry must hear it well. 
When the tongue swings out to the midnight moon— ' 

When the sexton cheerly rings for noon— 
When the clock strikes clear at morning light — 
When the chUd is waked wilh " nine at ni^t"-*- 
When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air. 
Filling the spirit with tones of prayer- 
Whatever tade in the bell is heard. 
He broods on his folded feet unstixredf 
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Or rising half in his rounded nest, 
He takes the time to smooth his breast, 
Then drops again with fihned eyes, 
And sleeps as the last vibration dies. 

Sweet bird ! I would that I could be 

A hermit in the crowd Uke thee ! 

With wings to fly to wood and glen, 

Thy lot, Uke mine, is cast with men ; 

And daily, with unwilling feet, 

I tread, like thee, the crowded street ; 

But, unlike me, when day is o'er. 

Thou canst dismiss the world and soar, 

Or, at a half-felt wish for rest. 

Canst smooth thy feathers on thy breast. 

And drop, forgetful, to thy nest. 

I would that in such wings of gold 

I could my weary heart upfold ; 

I would I could look down unmoved 

(Unloving as I am unloved). 

And while the world throngs on beneath, 

Smooth down my cares and calmly breathe ; 

And never sad with others' sadness. 

And never glad with others' gladness, 

Listen, unstirred, to knell or chime. 

And, lapp'd in quiet, bide my time. 



Joseph Rodman Drake. 



JOURNBT or THB CULPRIT FAY. 

The goblin marked his monarch well ; 

He spake not, but he bowed him low, 
Then plucked a crimson colen-bell. 

And turned him round in act to go. 
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The way is long, he cannot fly, 

His soiled wing has lost its power, 
And he winds adown the mountain high, 

For many a sore and weary hour. 
Through dreary beds of tangled fern. 
Through groves of nightshade dark and dem. 
Over the grass and through the brake, 
Where toils the ant and sleeps the snake ; 

Now o'er the violet's azure flush • 

He skips along in lightsome mood ; 

And now he thrids the bramble bush) 
Till its points are dyed in fairy blood. 
He has leaped the bog, he has pierced the brier, 
He has swum the brook, and waded the mire. 
Till his spirits sank, and his limbs grew wesJc, 
And tne red waxed fainter in his cheek. 
He had fallen to the ground outright, 

For rugged and dim was his onward track, 
But there came a spotted toad in sight. 

And he laughed as he jumped upon her back : 
He bridled her mouth with a silk- weed twist ; 

He lashed her sides with an osier thong ; 
And now, through evening's dewy mist. 

With leap and spring they bound along. 
Till the mountain's magic verge is pass'd. 
And the beach of sand is reached at last. 

Soft and pale is the moony beam. 
Moveless still the glassy stream, 
The wave is clear, the beach is bright 

With snowy shells and sparkling stones ; 
The shore-surge comes in ripples Ught, 

In murmurings faint and distant moans ; 
And ever afar in the silence deep 
Is heard the splash of the sturgeon's leap. 
And the bend of his graceful bow is seen— - 
A glittering arch of silver sheen, 
Spanning the wave of burnished blue, 
Ajid dripping with gems of the river dew. 
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The elfin cast a glance around, 

As he lighted down from his courser toad. 
Then round his breast his wings he wound, 

And close to the river's brink he strode ; 
He sprang on a rock, he breathed a prayer, 

Above his head his arms he threw. 
Then tossed a tiny curve in air, 

And headlong plunged in the waters blue. 

Up sprung the spirits of the waves, 

From sea-silk beds in their coral caves. 

With snail-plate armour snatched in haste. 

They speed their way through the liquid waste ; 

Some are rapidly borne along 

On the mailed shrimp or the prickly prong. 

Some on the blood-red leeches glide, 

Some on the stony starfish ride. 

Some on the back of the lancing squab, 

Some on the sideling soldier-crab ; 

And some on the jellied quarl, that flings 

At once a thousand streamy stings — 

They cut the wave with the living oar, 

And hurry on to the moonlight snore. 

To guard their realms and chase away 

The footsteps of the invading Fay. 

Fearlessly he skims along, 
His hope is high and his limbs are strong. 
He spreads his arms like the swallow's wing, 
And throws his feet with a frog-like fling ; 
His locks of gold on the waters shine, 

At his breast the tipy foam-beads rise, 
His back gleams bright above the brine. 

And the wake-line foam behind him lies. 
But the water-sprites are gathering near, 

To eheck his course along the tide ; 
Their warriors come in swift career, 

And hem him round on every side ; 
On his thigh the leech has fixed his hold. 
The quail's long arms are round him roU'd, 
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The prickly prong has pierced his skin^ 
And the squab has thrown his javelin ; 
The gritty star has rubbed him raw, 
And the crab has struck with his giant claw ; 
He howls with rage, and he shrieks with pain, 
He strikes around, but his blows are vain ; 
Hopeless is the unequal fight. 
Fairy ! naught is left but flight. 

He turned him round and fled amain 
With hurry and dash to the beach again ; 
He twisted over from side to side, 
And laid his cheek to the cleaving tide. 
The strokes of his plunging arms are fleet, 
And with all his might he flings his feet. 
But the water-sprites are round him still, 
To cross his path and work him ill. 
They bade the wave before him rise ; 
They flung the sea-fire in his eyes. 
And they stunned his ears with the scallop stroke, 
With the porpoise heave and the drumfish croak. 
Oh ! but a weary wight was he 
When he reached the foot of the dogwood tree : 
Gashed and wounded, and stiff* and sore, 
He laid him down on the sandy shore ; 
He blessed the force of the charmed line. 
And he banned the water-goblins' spite. 
For he saw around in the sweet moonshine^ 
Their little wee faces above the brine. 
Giggling and laughins; with all their might 
At the piteous hap of the Fairy wight. 

Soon he gathered the balsam dew 

From the sorrel leaf and the henbane bud ; 
Over each wound the balm he drew. 

And with cobweb lint he stanched the blood. 
The mild west wind was soft and low. 
It cooled the heat of his burning brow. 
And he felt new life in his sinews shoot. 
As he drank the juice of the calamus root : 
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And now he treads the fatal shore, 
As fresh and vigorous as before. 

Wrapped in musing stands the sprite : 
Tis in the middle wane of night, 

His task is hard, his way is far, 
But he must do his errand right 

Ere dawning mounts her beamy car, 
And rolls her chariot wheels of light ; 
And vain are the spells of fairy-land. 
He must work with a human hand. 

He cast a saddened look around, 

But he felt new joy his bosom swell, 
When, glittering on the shadowed ground. 

He saw a purple muscle shell ; 
Thither he ran, and he bent him low. 
He heaved at the stem and he heaved at thebowi 
And he pushed her over the yielding sand, 
Till he came to the verge of the haunted land. 
She was as lovely a pleasure boat 

As ever fairy had paddled in. 
For she glowed with purple paint withoat, 

And shone with silvery pearl within; 
A sculler's notch in the stern he made. 
An oar he shaped of the bootle blade ; 
Then sprung to his seat with a lightsome step, 
And launched afar on the calm blue deep. 

The imps of the river yell and rave ; 
They had no power above the wave. 
But they heaved the billow before the prow. 

And mey dashed the surge against her side, 
And they struck her keel with jerk and blow. 

Till the gunwale bent to the rocking tide. 
She wimpled about in the pale moonbeam. 
Like a feather that floats on a wind-tosSed stream ; 
And momently athwart her track 
The quarl upreared his island back, 
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And the fluttering scallop behind would float. 
And patter the water about the boat ; 
But he bailed her out with his colenrbell, 

And he kept her trimmed with a wary tread, 
While on every side Uke lightning fell 

The heavy strokes of his bootle-blade. 

Onward still he held his way, 

Till he came where the column of moonshine lay 

And saw beneath the surface dim 

The brown-backed sturgeon slowly swim : 

Around him were the goblin train ; 

But he sculled with all his might and main, 

And followed wherever the sturgeon led, 

Till he saw him upward point his head ; 

Then he dropped his paddle blade, 

And held his colen goblet up 

To catch the drop in its crimson cup. 

With sweeping tail and quivering fin, 

Through the wave the sturgeon flew, 
And, like the heaven-shot javelin. 

He sprung above the waters blue. 
Instant as the star-fall Hght, 

He plunged him in the deep again, 
But left an arch of silver bright, 

The rainbow of the moony main. 
It was a strange and lovely sight 

To see the puny goblin there ; 
He seemed an angel form of light. 

With azure wing and sunny hair, 

Throned on a cloud of purple fair, 
Circled with blue and edged with white, 
And sitting at the fall of even 
Beneath the bow of summer heaven. 

A moment, and its lustre fell ; 

But, ere it met the billow blue. 
He caught within his crimson bell 

A droplet of its sparkling dew— 



,i 
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Joy to thee, Fay ! thy task is done, 
Thy wings are* pure, for the gem is won : 
Cheerily ply thy dripping oar, 
And haste away to the emn shore^ 



BHONZ^ 



I SAT me down upon a green bank-side, 
Skirting the smooth edge of a gentle river, 

Whose waters seemed unwillingly to glide, 
Like parting friends who Un^er while they sever; 

Enforced to go, yet seeming stiU unready. 

Backward they wind their way in many a wistful 
eddy. 

Gray o'er my head the yellow-vested willow 
Ruffled its hoary top m the fresh breezes, 

Glancing in Ught, like spray on a green Inllow, 
Or the fine ^ostwork which young winter freezes f 

When first his power in infant pastime trying. 

Congeals sad autumn's tears on the dead branches 
lying. 

From rocks around hung the loose ivy dangfing. 
And in the clefts sumach of liveliest green. 

Bright ising-stars the httle beach was spanghng. 
The ^old-cup sorrel from his gauzy screen 

Shone like a fairy crown, enchased and beaded. 

Left on some mom, when light flashed in their eyes 
unheeded. 

The humbird shook his sun-touch'd wings syround, 
The bluefinch caroll'd in the still retreat j 

The antic squirrel capered on the ground 
Where Uchens made a carpet for his feet : 

TTjirough the transparent waves, the ruddy minkle 

Shot up in gUmmering sparks his red fin's tiny twin- 
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There were dark cedars with loose mossy tresses, 
White powdered dog-trees, and stiflf holUes flaunt- 

Gaudy as rustics in their May-day dresses, [ing 
Blue pelloret from purple leaves upslanting 

A modest gaze, like eyes of a young maiden 

Shining beneath dropp'd lids the evening of her 
wedding. 

The breeze fresh springing from the lips of mom, 

Kissing the leaves, and sighing so to lose 'era. 
The winding of the merry locust's horn, [som : 
The glad spring gushing from the rock's bare bo- 
Sweet sights, sweet sounds, all sights, all sounds ex- 
celling, [ing. 
Oh ! 'twas a ravishing spot formed for a poet's dwell- 

And did I leave thy loveliness, to stand 
Again in the dull world of earthly blindness ? 

Pained with the pressure of unfriendly hands, 
Sick of smooth looks, agued with icy kindness 1 

Left I for this thy shades, where none intrude, 

To prison wandering thought and mar sweet solitude % 

Yet I vnll look upon thy face again. 
My own romantic Bronx, and it will be 

A face more pleasant than the face of men. 
Thy waves are old companions, I shall see 

A well-remembered form in each old tree. 

And hear a voice long loved in thy wild minstrelsy. 



William Leoobtt. 

JL Si^CRBD MBLODY. 

If yon bright stars which gem the night 
Be each a blissful dweUing sphere, 

Where kindred spirits reunite. 

Whom death has torn asunder here ; 
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How sweet it were at once to die. 

And leave this blighted orb afar- 
Mixed soul with soul, to cleave the sky, 
And soar awaj from star to star. 

} But oh ! how dark, how drear, how lone 

Would seem the brightest world of bliss, 
If^ wandering through each radiant one, 

We failed to find the loved of this ! 
If there no more the ties should twine, 

Which death^s cold hand alone can sever, 
Ah ! then these stars in mockery shine, 

More hateful as they shine for ever. 

It cannot be ! each hope and fear 

That lights the eye or clouds the brow. 
Proclaims there is a happier sphere 

Than this bleak world that holds us now ! 
There is a voice which sorrow hears, 

When heaviest weighs life's galling chain; 
Tis heaven that whispers, " Dry thy tears : 

The pure in heart shall meet again !" 



John 6. C. Bbainard. 



THB FALL OF NIAGARA. 

Labitur et labetur. 

The thouffhts are strange that crowd into my brain 
While I look upward to thee. It would seem 
As if God pour'd thee from his " hollow hand," 
And hung his bow upon thine awful front ; 
A^d spoke in that loud voice, which seem'd to him 
Who dwelt in Patmos for his Saviour's sake, 
Til^ fl®°?^^ ^^ ^^^y waters ;" and had bade 
I«?5 ?l^T.^^^»i<^le the ages back, 
And notch His cent'ries in the eternal rocks. 
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Deep calleth unto deep. And what are we, 
That hear the question of that voice sublime % 
Oh ! what are all the notes that ever rung 
From war^s vain trumpet, by thy thundering side ! 
Yea, what is all the riot man can make 
In his short life, to thy unceasing roar ! 
And yet, bold babUer, what art Uiou to Him, 
Who drowned a world, and heap'd the waters far 
Above its loftiest mountains ? a Ught wave 
That breaks, and whispers of its Maker's might. 



MB. MBRRT's lament FOB "LONG TOM.*' 

*< Let us think of them that sleep, 
Full many^ a fathom deep, 
By thr wild and stonny steep, 
Elsinore." 

Thy cruise is over now. 

Thou art anchor'd by the shore, 
And never more shalt thou 
Hear the storm around thee roar ; 
Death has shaken out the sands of thy glass. 
Now around thee sports the whale. 
And the porpoise snuffs the gale. 
And the night-winds wake their wail. 
As they pass. 

The sea-grass round thy bier 
Shall bend beneath the tide, 
Nor tell the breakers near 
Where thy manly limbs abide ; 
But the granite rock thy tombstone shall be. 
Though the edges of thy grave 
Are the combings of the wave. 
Yet unheeded they shall rave 
Over thee. 

Id 
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At the piping of all hands, 

When the judgment signal^s spread- 
When the islands, and the lands, 
And the seas give up their dead. 
And the south and the north shall come ; 
When the sinner is betray'd, 
And the just man is afraid, 
Then Heaven be thy aid, 
Poor Tom. 



THE INDIAN SUMMER. 



What is there sadd'ning in the Autumn leaves ? 
Have they that " green and yellow melancholy" 
That the sweet poet spake of 1 Had he seen 
Our variegated woods, when first the frost 
Turns into beauty all October's charms — 
When the dread fever quits us — when the storms 
Of the wild Equinox, with all its wet, 
Has left the land, as the first deluge left it, 
With a bright bow of many colours hung 
Upon l^e forest tops— he had not sigh'd. 

The moon stays longest for the Hunter now : 
The trees cast down their fruitage, and the blithe 
And busy squirrel hoards his winter store : 
While man enjoys the breeze that sweeps along 
The bright blue sky above him, and that bends 
Magnificently all the forest's pride. 
Or whispers throuch the evergreens, and asks, 
^ What IS there.sadd'ning in the Autumn leaves V^ 



I 



'*The dead leaves strow the forest walk. 
And wither'd are the pale wild-flowers ; 

The frost hangs blackening on the stalk, 
The dewdrops fall in frozen showers. 
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Gone axe the spring's green sprouting bowers, 
Gone summer'B nch and mantling vines. 

And Autumn, with her yellow hours, 
On hill and plain no longer shines. 



There perch'd and raised her song foi me. 

The winter comes, and where is she 1 
Away — where summer wings will rove, 

Where buds are ftesh, and every tree 
Is vocal with the notes of love. 

Too mild the breath of southern sky, 

Too fresh the Qower that blushes Uiere, 
The northern breeze that rustles by. 

Finds leaves too green and buds too fair ; 

No forest-tree stands stripp'd ajid bare. 
No stream beneath the ice is dead. 

No mouutain-top, with sleety hair, 
Bends o'er the snows its reverend head. 

Go there with all the bird«, and seek 

A happier clirae, with liveUer flight, 
Kiss, with the sun, the evening's cheek, 

And leave me lonely with the night. 

Ill gaze npon the cold north hght. 
And mark where all its glories shone — 

See !— that it all is fair and bright. 
Peel— that it all is cold and goiM." 
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William Gilmore Simms. 

8CCNI FBOM ATALANTIS. 

Scene changes to the Ship — Leon reclining on a cushion 

— to him, enter Isabel. 

Isa, What wraps you thus, sweet brother? why 
so sad, 
When thus, so trimly, speeds our swan-like bark 
Upon the placid waters ? You are sick, 
And in your eye a dim abstraction lies, 
Lacking all sense ; and, as it were, at search 
For airy speculations in the deep. 

Leon. Why, thou art right : a speculation true, 
For I behold naught that may speak for it, 
And tell me whence it comes. 

Isa, What is't thou say'st ? 

Leon. Stay but a moment ! as I live, I heard it 
Steal by me, like the whispers of a lute 
From thy own lattice, Isabel. 

Isa. Heard what? 
What is it that thou speak^st of? 

Jjeon. A sound — a strain, 
Even as the softest music, heard afar, 
At twilight, o'er our Andalusian hills. 
From melancholy maiden, by me crept, 
But now, upon the waters. They were tones 
SUght as a spirit's whisperings ; and, as far 
As met my sense, they had a gentle voice, 
Tremulous as an 6cho faintly made, 
The replication of an infant's cry. 
Thrown back from some rude mountain. 

Isa. Thou dreamest. 
Whence should such music come % 

Leon. Ay, where or whence. 
But from some green-haired maiden of the sea? 
If thou believ'st me, Isabel, 'tis true ; 
I heard it even now, and syllabled 
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Into familiar sounds, that conjured up 

My boyhood's earliest dreams : of isles, that lie 

In fartnest depths of ocean ; girt with all 

Of natural wealth and splendour— jewell'd islec 

Bbundless in unimaginable spoils, 

That earth is stranger to. 

Isa, Thou dreamest still : 
Thy boyhood's legends cajry thee away, 
Till thou forgett'st the mighty difference [toils, 

'Twixt those two worlds — the one, where nature 
The other she but dreams of. 

Leon. I dream not : 
I heard it visibly to the sense, and hark ! 
It comes again : dost thou not hear it now? 
List now, dear Isabel. 

Isa, I hear naught. 

Leon, Surely I marked it then ; I could not dream : 
^Twas like the winds among a bed of reeds. 
And spoke a deep, heart-melancholy sound, 
That made me sigh when I heard it. 

Isa, No more ! 
Thou art too led away by idle thoughts. 
Dear Leon ; and, I fear me, thou dost take 
Too much the colour of the passing cloud. 
Filling thy heart with shadowings, that mi^ead 
Thy roving thoughts, already too much prone 
To empty speculation. 

Leon, 1 said not wrong ; 
My spirit trick'd me not : my sense was true. 
I hear it now a^n. Far, far off, fine — 
So delicate, as if some spirit form 
Were for the first time murmuring into life, 
And this its first complaining. Hearken now— 
Nay, Isabel ! thou dost not longer doubt — 
Thy ears are traitors if they did not feel 
The music as it came by us but now. 

Isa, I heard a murmur truly, but so slight, 
A breath of the wind mi^t make it, or a sail 
Drawn suddenly. 
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Leon. Now, now, thou hast it th^re : 
Thou dost not longer question. It is there. 

Spirit sings* 

O'er the wide world of ocean 

My home is afar, 
Beyond its commotion, 

I laugh at its war ; 
Yet by destiny bidden, 

I cannot deny, 
All night I have ridden 

From my home in the sky. 

In the billow before thee 

My form is conceal'd. 
In the breath that comes o'er thee 

My thought is reveal'd ; 
Strown thickly beneath me 

The coral rocks grow. 
And the waves that enwreath me 

Are working thee wo. 

Le&ru Did'st hear the strain it utter'd, Isabel ! 

Isa, AIU all ! It spoke, methought, of peril near. 
From rocks and wiles of the ocean : did it not t 

Leon. It did, but idly ! Here can lurk no rocks ; 
For, by the chart which now before me hes. 
Thy own unpractised eye may well discern 
The wide extent of the ocean — shoreless all. 
The land, for many a league, to th' eastward hangs. 
And not a point beside it. 

Isa, Wherefore, then. 
Should come this voice of warning! 

Leon, From the deep : 
It hath its demons as the earth and air, 
All tributaries to the master-fiend 
That sets their springs in motion. This is one, 
That, doubting to mislead us, plants this wile, 
80 to divert our course, that we may strike 
The very rocks he fain would warn us from. 
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Isa» A subtle sprite : and, now I think of it, 
Dost thou remember the old story told 
By Diaz Ortis, the lame mariner, 
Of an adventure in the Indian Seas, 
Where he made one with John of Portugal, 
Touching a woman of the ocean wave. 
That swam beside the barque, and sang strange songs 
Of riches in the waters ; with a speech 
So winning on the senses, that the crew 
Grew all infected with the melody ; 
And, but for a good father of the church, 
Who made the sign of the cross, and offer'd up 
Befitting pray'rs, which drove the fiend away, 
They had been tempted by her cunning voice 
To leap into the ocean. 

Leon, I do, I do ! 
And, at the time, I do remember me, 
I msuie much mirth of the extravagant tale. 
As a deceit of the reason : the old man 
Being in his second childhood, and at fits 
Wild) as you know, on other themes than this. 

Isa, I never more shall mock at marvellous things^ 
Such strange conceits hath after-time found true, 
That once were themes for jest I shall not snule 
At the most monstrous legend. 

Leon, Nor will I : 
To any tale of mighty wonderment 
I shall bestow my ear, nor wonder more ; 
And every fancy that my childhood bred, 
In vagrant dreams of frolic, I shall look 
To have, without rebuke, my sense approve- 
Thus, like a little island in the sea. 
Girt in by perilous waters, and unknown 
To all adventure, may be yon same cloud. 
Specking, with fleecy bosom, the blue sky, 
Lit by tlw rising moon. There we may dream, 
And find no censure in an after day — 
Throng the assembled fairies, perch'd on beams,. 
And rimng on their way triumphantly. 
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There gather the coy spirits. Many a fay. 
Roving the silver sands of that same isle, 
Floating in azure ether, plumes her wing 
Of ever-frohesome fancy, and pursues — 
While m3nriads, like herself, do watch the chase- 
Some truant sylph, through the infinitude 
Of their uncircumscribed and rich domain. 
There sport they through the night, with mimicry 
Of strife and battle ; striking their tiny shields 
And gathering into combat ; meeting fierce. 
With hp compressed and spear aloft, and eye 
Glaring with fight and desperate circumstance ; 
Then sudden — in a moment all their wrath, 
Mellow'd to friendly terms of courtesy — 
Throwing aside the dread array, and linked. 
Each, in his foe's embrace. Then comes the dance, 
The grateful route, the wild and musical pomp. 
The long procession o'er fantastic realms [night, 
Of cloud and moonbeam, through th' enamoured 
Making it all one revel. Thus the eye. 
Breathed on by fancy, with enlarged scope, 
Through the protracted and deep hush of night 
May note the fairies, coursing the lazy hours 
In various changes and without fatigue. 
A fickle race, who tell their time by flow'rs. 
And live on zeph3rrs, and have stars for lamps. 
And night-dews for ambrosia ; perch'd on beams, . 
Speeding through space, even with the scattering 
On which they &ed and frolic. [light 

Isa, A sweet dream : 
And yet, since this same tale we laughed at once, 
The story of old Ortis, is made sooth — 
Perchance not all a dream. I will not doubt. 

Leon. And yet there may be, dress'd in subtle guise 
Of unsuspected art, some ray deceit 
Of human conjuration mix°d with tMs. 
Some cunning seaman having natural skill— 
As, from th# books, we learn may yet be done — 
Hath 'yond our vessel's figure pitched his voice. 
Leading us wantonly. 
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laa. It is not so, 
Or does my senae deceive 1 
A perch beyond our barque. 

Leon. A marvellous shape,. that with the billow 
In gambols of the deep, and yet is not [curls, 

its wonted bitrdea ; for beaea.th the waves 
mark a gracious form, though nothing clew 
Of visage I discern. Again it epeake. 



Tu a wild spot and bi 

The bird sings netef n 

And the young leaves a nk growl)) 

Spreads poimnoiisly n taint, 

With blistering dews, tl that djiras 

To penetrate the coye 

Crowd on the dai±, -^ retcheS at 

len^h, 
The cayman— a fit dweller in such home-s 
Slninhers, half biAied in the sedgy grass. 
Beside the' green oose ^here he shelters hira. 
A whooping ^rane erects, his skeleton formV 
And shrieks in flight. Twcf suntmer duciw^ aroused 
To apiH'ehensioa ss ihey bear his cry. 
Dash up from the lagoon ^th njarVelloiis. haste, 
Folfowm^ his guidance. Meetly taught by these. 
And startled at our rapid, near approach. 
The ateel-jawed monster, from his grassy bed, 
Criwls sfowly to liis ellrety, green abode, 
Which straight receives him. VoU behtAd birn)iow, 
His ndgy back i^trising as he speeds 
In sileiice to the ceoUiB of the etreani, 
Whence !us head peers alone. A butterfly. 
That, travelling all the day, has couiUed cliigMs 
Only by flowers, to rest mmaelf a while. 
Lights on the monster's brow. The surly mute 
Straightway goes down, ao suddenly, that he, 
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The dandy of the summer flow'rs and woods; 
Dips his light wings and spoils his golden coat 
With the rank water of that turbid pond. 
Wondering and vex'd,«the plum6d citizen 
Flies, with an hurried effort, to the shore. 
Seeking his kindred flow'rs ; but seeks in vain r 
Nothing of genial growth may there be seen, 
Nothing of beautifil ! Wild, ragged trees, 
That look like felon spectres — ^fetid shrubs. 
That taint the gloomy atmosphere— dusk shades^ 
That gather, half a cloud and half a fiend 
In aspect, lurking on the swamp's wild edge — 
Gloom with their sternness and forbidding frowns 
The general prospect. The sad butterfly. 
Waving his lacker'd wings, darts quickly on. 
And, by his free flight, counsels us to speed 
For better lodgings, and a scene more sweet 
Than these drear borders offer us to-night. 



RuFus Dawss. 

TO AN INFANT 8LBEPIN6 IN A OABDBN. 

Sleep cm, sweet babe ! the flowers that wake 
Around thee are not half so fair ; 

Thy dimpling smiles unconscious break, 
Like sunlight on the vernal air. 

Sleep on! no dreams of care are thine. 
No anxious' thoughts that may not rest ; 

For angel arms around thee twine. 
To make thy infant slumbers bless'd. 

Perchance her spirit hovers near, 
Whose name thy infant beauty bears, 

Toguard thine eyeUds from the tear 
That every chfld of sorrow shares. 



RUFUS DAWES* 



Oh ! mzy thy life like hers endure, 
Unsidued to its spotless close ; 

And bend to earth as cairn and pure 
As ever bowed the summer rose. 



Ill 



8UNBI8K VBOM MOUNT WASfilNOTON. 

The. laughing hours have chased away the night, 
Plucking the stars out from her diadem : 
And now the blue-eyed Mom, with modest grace, 
Looks through her half-drawn curtains in the east, 
Blushing in smiles and glad as infancy. 
And see, the foolish Moon, but now so vain 
Of borrowed beauty, how she yields her charms. 
And, pale with envy, steals herself away ! 
The clouds have put their gorgeous livery on. 
Attendant on the day : the mountain tops 
Have lit their beacons, and the vales below 
Send up a welcoming : no song of birds, 
Warbling to charm the air with melody, 
Floats on the frosty breeze ; yet Nature hath 
The very soul of music in her looks ! 
The sunshine and the shade of poetry. 

I stand upon thy lofty pinnacle. 
Temple of Nature ! and look down with awe 
On the wide world beneath me, dimly seen ; 
Around me crowd the giant sons of earth. 
Fixed on their old foundations, unsubdued ; 
Firm as when first rebellion bade them rise 
Unrifted to the Thunderer : now they seem 
A family of mountains, clustering round 
Their hoary patriarch, emulously watching 
To meet the partial glances of the day. 
Far in the glowing east the flickering light. 
Mellowed by distance, with the blue sky blending, 
Questions the eye with ever-varying ibrms. 



112 LDCJLBflA UkRik ^AVIDSOir. 

The sun comes up ! avray the shadows flinft 
From the broad hills ; and, hurrying to the West, 
Sjport in the sunshine till thfey die away, 
llie many beauteous motpitain s^reaitis leap down. 
Out-welling from the clouds, and sparkling light 
Dances along with tbieir perennial flow. 
And there is beauty ii^ yon river's path, 
The glad Connecticut ! I know her well, 
By the white veil sh,e mantles o'er her charms i 
At times she loiters by a ridge of hills, 
Sportfully hiding ; then again with ^ee. 
Oat-rushes from her wild-wobd lurking-placis, 
Far as the eye can bound, the oceaurwayes, 
And hills and rivers, mountains, lake^, and woods. 
And all that hol4 the faculty entranced, 
Bathed in a flood of g|o^, float in air. 
And sleep |n jthe deep quietude of joy. 

There is an awful stillness in this place, 
A Presence, that forbids to break the spell, 
Till the lieart pour its a^ony in tears. 
^ut I mi^t drink the vision while it lasts ; 
f'or even now the curling vapours rise, 
Wreathing" their cloudy coronals, to grace 
These toTvering summits — ^bidding me away? 
^ut ofteJOL shall my heart turn bacK again, 
^ou glorious eminence ! . and t^rhen oppressM, 
-4^iJd aahing 'with the coldness of thp world, 
^d ^ »i?ireet restiog-place an4 home with tnee, 
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j^*t» me ^stsBC a while on tliat marble brow, 
^tfea^ fiill dark eye, on t^t cheek's warm glow ; 

♦ Written in her sixteenth year. 
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Let me gaze for a moment, that, ere I die, 

I may read thee, maiden, a prophecy. 

That brow may beam in glory a while ; 

That cheek may bloom, and that lip may smile; 

That full, dark eye may brightly beam 

In Ufe's gay mom, in hope's young dream ; 

But clouds shall darken that brow of snow. 

And sorrow bhght thy bosom's glow, 

I know by that spirit so haughty and high, 

I know by that brightly-flasmng eye,^ 

That, maiden, there's that within thy breast, 

Which hath mark'd thee out for a soul unbless'd : 

The strife of love with pride shall wring 

Thy youthful bosom's tenderest string ; 

And the cup of sorrow, mingled for thee, 

Shall be drained to the dregs in agony. 

Yes, maiden, yes, I read in thine eye 

A dark and a doubtful prophecy. 

Thou shalt love, and that love shall be thy curse ; 

Thou wilt need no heavier, thou shalt feel no worse. 

I see the cloud and the tempest near ; 

The voice of the troubled tide I hear ; 

The torrent of sorrow, the sea of grief, 

Tlie rushing waves of a wretched hfe ; 

Thy bosom's bark on the surge I see. 

And, maiden, thy loved one is there with thee* 

Not a star in the heavens, not a light on the wave ! 

Maiden, I've gazed on thine early grave. 

When I am cold, and the hand of Death 

Hath crown'd my brow with an icy wreath ; 

When the dew hangs damp on this motionless lip ; 

When this eye is closed in its long, last sleep. 

Then, maiden, pause, when thy heart beats high. 

And think on my last sad prophecy. 






Il 
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TO 1 LAOT WHOft 8IN01N9 BBtnffI'VP T^At OF All AStSHT 

Oh ! touch the chprd yet onoe agaiQ, 
Nor chide m6 though I weep the white ; 

Believe me, that deep seraph strain 
Bore with it memory'is iQoohligbt smile, 

It monnnr'd of an absent friend ; 

The voice, the »ir, *twas all her own; 
And hers those wild, i^weet notes, whidi blend 

In one nt^ild, mnm^uring, tpiiching tone. 

• 

And da3rs and months h^ve d^kly passed 

Since last I listen'd to her lay ; 
And Sorrow^s cloud its shade hath cast, 

Since then, across my weary way. 

Yet still the strain comes sweet and clear, , 
Ulce seraph-whispers lighthr breathing ; 

Hush, busy Memory, Sorrow'ci tear 
'Will blight the garland thou art weaving. 



I thanlL tnee, laay, tor tne liitram, 

The tempest of my soiil is still; 
Then touch the chord yet oncp again, 
' f^Qr tliou canst calm the ston^ at wilL 

♦ V^^rittwi ialwr 0td«t(f)» year. 
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Ml^ft«Xft«T MlLLtR DaTIDBOH. 

I WOULD fly ftom the city, wotfld tiy from its tiiare. 
To my own native plants and my flow'rets so fair, 
To the cool frassy shade and the rivnlet bri^t, 
Which reflects the pa3e moon in its bosom ^f light ; 
Again would I view the old cottage so deaar, 
\^ere I sported a babe, withotrt sorrow or feat 4 
I would leave this great city, so br^ant and gay. 
For a peep at my home on this fair summed ^y . 
I have friends whom I love, and woiM lea\«e with 

regret. 
But the love of ray home, fl%1 ^tis tenderer yrt^ 
There a sister reposes imconsdons ia death, 
'Twas there she first drew, and there yielded her 

breath. 
A father I love is away from me no^. 
Oh! could I but print a sweet kiss on hss bro\<r, 
Or smooth the gray locks to mv fbnd heart so deari 
How quickly wouM vanish each trace of a tear. 
Attentive I listen to pleasure's gay call, 
$ut n^y own happy home— >it is dearer than all. 



.Mfc 



Oh, mother, would the power were anne 
To wake the strain thou lovest to hear. 
And breathe each trembling new-bom thought 
Within thy fondly-listening ear. 
As when m days of health and glee, 
My hopes and fancies wandered free. 

* Written at the age of nine yean, 
t This poem was written in the author's sixteenth year, to^ 
was her last composition. 
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But, mother, now a shade hath pass'd 
Athwart my brightest visions here ; 
A cloud of darkest gloom hath wrapped 
The remnant of my brief career ; 
No song, no echo can I win. 
The sparkling fount hath dried within. 

The torch of earthly hope bums dim. 
And fancy spreads her wings no more, 
And oh, how vain and trivi^ seem 
The pleasures that I prized before ; 
My soul, with tremblmg steps and slow, 
Is struggling on through doubt and strife ; 
Oh, may it prove, as time rolls on, 
The pathway to eternal life ! 
Then when my cares and fears are o'er, 
m sing thee as in " days of yore." 

I said that Hope had passed from earth, 
'Twas but to fold her wings ii> heaven. 
To whisper of the soul's new birth. 
Of sinners saved and eins forgiven ; 
When mine are washed in tears away, 
Then shall my spirit swell my lay. 

When God shall guide my soul above. 
By the soft chor£ of heavenly love- 
When th^ vain cares of earth depart. 
And tuneful voices swell my heart — 
Then shsdl each word, each note I raise, 
Burst forth in pealing hymns of praise, 
And all not offered at His shrine. 
Dear mother, I will place on thine. 
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Loin swoln in drenching tain, Seeds, gettUH, aai 
Start at the tonch of vivi^ng beaaia. [bnds 

Moved by their secret force, the vital lymph 
Diffusive runs, and spreads o'er wood and field 
A flood of venlure. Clothed, in one short week, 
le na^ed Nature in her fkill sttire. 
On the first mom, light as an open plaia 
Is all the woodland, filled with Mnbeams, poured 
Through the bare lops, on yellow Icares below, 
With strong reflection : on the last, tis dark 
With full-grown foliage, shading all within. 
In one short week the orehard bads and blooms j 
^bid now, when steepM in dew or gentle showers. 
It yields the purest Sweetness to the breete, 
Or all the tranquil atmosphere perfumes. 
E'en from the juicy leaves of sudden growth, 
And the rank grass of steaming grotmd, the air. 
Filled with a watery glimmeTing, receives 
A grateful Smell, exhaled by warming rays. 
Each day are heard, and almost every hoar. 
New notes to swell the music of the groves. 
And soon the latest of the fbather'd train 
At evening twilirtit come ; the lonely saipe. 
O'er marshy fletds, high in the dusky ait, 
Invisible, but with t&int, trenndous tones. 
Hovering or i)laying o'er the listener'B head ; 
And, in mid-air, the sportive night-hawk, seen 
Flying a While at random, irttering oft 
A cheerful Cry, attended with a ahak* 
Of level pinions, dark, hot when uptnmed 
Against tlie brightness of the western sky, 
One white plume showing in the midst of (each, 
Then far down diving with loud hollow sound t 
And, deep at first wiUiin ttra distant wood. 
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The whip-poor-will, her name her only song. 
She, soon as children from the noisy sport 
Of hooping, laughing, talking with all tones, 
To hear the echoes of the empty barn, 
Are by her voice diverted and held mute. 
Comes to the mar^ of the nearest grove ; 
And when the twilight, deepened into night. 
Calls them within, close to the house she comes. 
And on its dark side, haply on the step 
Of unfrequented door, lighting unseen, 
Breaks into strains articulate and clear. 
The closing sometimes quickened as in sport. 
Now, animate throughout, from mom to eve 
AH harmony, activity, and joy, 
Is lovely Nature, as in her blessed prime. 
The robin to the garden or green yard. 
Close to the door, repairs to build again 
Within her wonted tree ; and at her work 
Seems doubly busy for her past delay. 
Along the surface of the winding stream, 
Pursuing every turn, gay swallows skim, 
Or round the borders of the spacious lawn 
Fly in repeated circles, rising o'er 
Hillock and fence with motion serpentine, 
Easy, and light. One snatches from the ground 
A downy feather, and then upward springs, 
Followed by others, but oft drops it soon. 
In playful mood, or from too slight a hold. 
When all at once dart at the falling prize. 
The flippant blackbird, with light yellow crown. 
Hangs fluttering in the air, and chatters thick 
Till her breath fail, when, breaking ofl", she drops 
On the next tree, and on its highest limb 
Or some tall flag, and gently rocking, sits, 
Her strain repeating. With sonorous notes 
Of every tone, mixed in confusion sweet, 
All chanted in the fulness of delight. 
The forest rings : where, far around enclosed 
With bushy sides, and covered high above 
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With foliage thick, supported by bare trunks, 
Like pillars rising to support a roof, 
It seems a temple vast, the space within 
Rings loud and clear with thrilling melody. 
Apart, but near the choir, with voice distinct, 
The merry mocking-bird together hnks 
In one continued song their different notes, 
Adding new life and sweetness to them all. 
Hid under shrubs, the squirrel that in fields 
Frequents the stony waul and briery fence. 
Here chirps so shrill that human feet approach 
Unheard till just upon him, when, with cries 
8udden and sharp, he darts to his retreat 
Beneath the mossy hillock or aged tree ; 
But oft a moment after reappears, 
First peeping out, then starting forth at once 
With a courageous air, yet in his pranks 
Keeping a watchful eye, nor venturing far 
Till left unheeded. In rank pastures graze, 
Sinfily and mutely, the contented herd ; 
And on the upland rough the peaceful sheep; 
Regardless of the frolic lambs, that, close 
Beside them, and before their faces prone, 
With many an antic leap and butting feint, 
Try" to provoke them to unite in sport 
Or grant a look, till tired of vain attempts ; 
When, gathering in one company apart, 
All vigour and delight, away they run, 
Straight to the utmost comer of the field, 
The fence beside ; then, wheeling, disappear 
In some small sandy pit, then rise to view ; 
Or crowd together up the heap of earth 
Around some upturned root of fallen tree, 
And on its top a trembling moment stand, 
Then to the distant flock at once return. 
Exhilarated by the general joy. 
And the fair prospect of a fruitful year, 
The peasant, with light heart and nimble step. 
His work pursues, as it were pastime sweet. 
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^th many a eheering word^ his willing tealhr, 

For labour fresh, he hastens to the field 

Ere morning lose its coolness ; but at eve, 

When loosened from the plough and homewanf 

He follows slow and silent, stopping oft [tum'd^ 

To mark the daily growth of tender grain 

And meadows of deep verdure^ or to view 

His scattered flock and herd, of their own will 

Assembling for the night by various paths, 

The old now freely sporting with the young, 

Or labouring with uncouth attempts ai sport.- 



aiPTSMBKie. 

The suhry summer past, September eomes/ 
Soft twilight of the slow^-declining year. 
All mildness, soothing loneliness, and peae^;- 
llie fading season ere Ae falling come. 
More sober than the buxom blomning Msy^ 
And therefore less the favourite of me world,- 
But dearest month of all to pensive minds. 
'Tis now far spent ; and the meridian sim, 
Most sweetly smiling with attempered beams. 
Sheds genlly down a mild and grateful warmUi.' 
Beneath its yellow lustre groves and woods. 
Checkered by one night^s frost with various hues/ 
VHiile yet no wind luus swept a leaf away, 
Shine doubly rich. It were a sad deli|^t 
Down the smoo^ stream to glide, and see it tinged? 
Upon each brink with all the goigeous hues, 
The yellow, red/ or purple of the treev 
That singly^ or in tufts, or forests thick 
Adorn the shores ; to see, perhaps, tiie side 
Of some high mount reflected far below 
With its bright colours, intermixed with' ^ts 
Of darker green. Yes, it were sweetly sad 
To wander in the open fields, and hear, 
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E*6n at this hour, the noonday hardly past, 

The lulling insects of the sununer^ night ; 

To hear, where lately huzzing swarms were heard, 

A lonely hee long roving here and there 

To find a single flower, but all in vain ; 

Then rising quick and with a louder hum, 

In widening circles round and romid his head, 

Straight by the listener fljring clear away, 

As if to bid the fields a last adieu ; 

To hear within the woodland's sunny side. 

Late fall of music, nothing save perhaps 

The sound of nutshells by the squirrel dropp'd 

From 8<MBie tall beech fast falling through the leaves/ 



TBB 0A8TLB OF IKAGINATfON. 

iusT in the centre of that wood was rear'd 
Her castle, all of marble, smooth and white ; 
Above the thick young trees, its top appeared 
Among the naked trunks of towering height ; 
And here at mom and eve it glitter'd bright, 
As often by the far-off traveller seen 
In level sunbeams, or at dead of night. 
When the low moon shot in her rays between 
That wide-spread roof and floor of solid fobage* 
' green. 

Through this wide interval the roving eye 
Prom turrets proud might trace the waving line 
Where meet the mountains green and azure eky, 
And view the deep when sun-gilt billows sMne ; 
Fair bounds to sight, that never thought confine, 
But tempt it far beyond, till by the charm 
Of some sweet wood-note or some whispering 

pine 
Call'd home again, or by the soft alarm 
Of Love's approaching step, and her encircling arm^ 

L 



122 CARLOS WILCOX* 

Through this wide intenral, the mountain side 
Showed many a sylvan slope and lockj steep : 
Here roaring torrents in dark forests hide ; 
There silver streamlets rush to view, and leap 
Unheard from lofty cliffs to valleys deep : 
Here rugged peaks look smooth in sunset glow, 
Along the clear horizon^s western, sweep ; 
There from some eastern summit moonbeams 
flow 
Along o*er level wood, far down to plains below. 

Now stretch'd a blue, and now a golden zone 
Round that horizon ; now o'er mountains proud 
Dim vapours rest, or bright ones move alone : 
An ebon wall, a smooth portentous cloud. 
First muttering low, anon with thunder loud, 
Now rises quick, and brings a sweeping wind 
O'er all that wood in waves before it bowed ; 
And now a rainbow, with its top behind 
A spangled veil of leaves, seems heaven and earth 
to bind. 

Above the canopy, so thick and green. 
And spread so high o'er that encnanted vale. 
Through scatter'd openings t)ft were glimpses 

seen 
Of fleecy clouds, that, linked together, sail 
In moondight clear before the gentle gale : 
Sometimes a shooting meteor draws a glance ; 
Sometimes a twinkling star, or planet pale. 
Long holds the lighted eye, as in a trance ; 
And oft the milky-way gleams through the white ex- 
panse. 

That castle's open windows, though half hid 
With "flowering vines, showed many a vision fair^ 
A face all bloom, or Ught young forms that thrid 
Some maze witlun, or lonely ones that wear 
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The garb of joy with sorrow's thoughtful air, 
Oft caught the eye a moment : and the sound 
Of low, sweet music often issued there, 
And by its magic held the listener bound, 
jind seem'd to hold the winds and forests far around. 



Within, the queen of all, in pomp or mirth, 
While glad attendants at her glance unfold 
Their shining wings, and fly through heaven and 

earth, 
Oft took her throne of burning gems and gold, 
Adom'd with emblems that of empire told, 
And rising in the midst of trophies bright, 
That bring her memory from the days of old. 
And help prolong her reign, and with the flight 
jQf every year increase the wonders of her might. 

In all her dwelling, tales of wild romance, 

Of terror, love, and mystery dark or gay, 

Were scatter^ thick to catch the wandering 

glance. 
And stop the dreamer on his imknown way ; 
There too was every sweet and lofty lay, 
The sacred, classic, and romantic, sung 
As that Enchantress moved in might or play ; 
And there was many a harp but newly strung, 
Tet with its fearless notes the whole wide vaUey 
rung. 

There, fiom all lands and ages of her fame. 
Were marble forms, array'd in order due. 
In groups and single, all of proudest name ; 
In them the high, the fair, and tender, grew 
To life intense in love's impassion'd view. 
And from each air and feature, bend and swell, 
Each shapely neck, and lip, and forehead, threw 
O'er each enamour'd sense so deep a spell, 
The thoughts but with the past or bnght ideal dwelL 
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The walls around told all the pencil^s power ; 
There proud creations of each mighty hand 
Shone with their hues and lines as in the hour, 
When the last touch was given at the command 
Of the same genius that at first had pL8jm% 
Exulting in its great and glowing thought : 
Bright scenes of peace and war, of sea and land, 
Of love and glory, to new life were wrought, 
froih history, m)m fable, and from nature brought. 

With these were others all divine, drawn all 
From grdund where oft, with signs and accents 
The lonely prophet doom'd to sudden fall [dread, 
Proud kings and cities, and with gentle tread 
Bore life's qnidi: triumph to the humt^ dead. 
And where strong angels flew to Mast or save, 
Where martvr^d hosts of old, and youthful We#, 
And where tneir mighty Lord o'er land and wave 
iSpread life and peace till deaih, then spread them 
through tlto& grave 

From these fix'd visions of the hallowed eye. 
Some kindling gleams of their ethereal glow, 
Would oittimes fall, as from the opening sky. 
On eyes deligl\ted, glancing to and fro. 
Or fasten'd tSl their orbs (mated grow ; 
Then would the proudest seem with joy to learn 
Truths they had feared or felt ashamed to know ; 
The skeptic would believe, the lost return ; 
And sdl the cold and low would seem to rise and bum. 

Theirs was defvotion kiadled by the vast. 
The beautiful, inpassion'd,. and xefined ; 
And in the deep encbantmeBl o'er then east. 
They look'd from earth, and soar'd above their 
To the bless'd calm of an abstracted mind, [kind 
And its communion with things all its own, 
Its forms sublime and lovely ; as the blind. 
Mid earthly scenes, forgotten, or unknown, 
lave m ideal worlds, and wander there alone. 
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Such were the lone enthusiasts, wont to dwell 
With an whom that Enchantress held subdued, 
As in the holiest circle of her spell, 
Where meaner spirits never dare intrude, 
They dwelt in calm and silent sohtude. 
Rapt in the love of all the ^gh and sweet. 
In thought, and art, and nature, and imbued , 

With its devotion to life's inmost seat, 
As cb^wn from all the charms which in that valley 
meet. 



R088BAV AND OOWPBK. 

RossKAu could weep— yes, with a heart of stone 
The impious sophist could recline beside 
The pure and peaceful lake, and muse alone 
On all its lovehness at even tide : 
On its small running waves in purple dyed 
Beneath bright clouds or all the glowing sky, 
On tiie white sails that o'er its bosom glide, 
And on surrounding mountains wild and lugh, 
TiU tears unbidden gush'd from his enchanted eye. 

But his were not the tears of feeling fine 
Of grief or love ; at fancy's flash they flow'd, 
Like burning drops from some proud lonely pine 
By lightning fired ; his heart with passion glow'd 
TiU it consumed his life, and yet he show'd 
A chiUing coldness both to friend and foe. 
As £tnaj.with its centre an abode 
Of wasting fire, chills with the icy snow 
Of all its desert brow the living world below. 

Was he but justly wretched from his crimes ? 
Then why was Cowper's anguish oft as keen, 
With all ike heaven-lx)m virtue that sublimes 
Genius and feeling, and to things unseen 

L2 
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lite the pom heart thioogh eioudB thai sail 1m- 

tween 
The earth and akiest to darken human hope t 
Or wherefore did those clouds thus intervene 
To render vain faith's lifted telescope^ 
And leave him in thick gloom his weary way to 
grope 1 

He too could give himself to musing deep, 
By the calm iSke at evening he could stand, 
Lonely and sad, to see the moonlight sleep 
On all its breast by not an insect fanned, 
And hear low voices on the far-off strand, 
Or through the still and dewy atmosphere 
The pipers soft tones waked by some gentle hand. 
From fronting shore and woody island nesr 
In echoes quick retunfd more mellow and more 
clear. 

And he could cherish wild and mournful dreams, 
In ihe pine grove, when low the full moon fair 
Shot under lofty tops her level beam% 
Stretching the ^lades of trunks erect and bare, 
JxL Stripes drawn paralld wiUi order rare. 
As of some temple vast or colonnade, 
While on green turf made smooth without his care 
He wander'd o'er its stripes of light and ^ade, 
^Aiid heard the dying day-bree2e all the boughe per-i 
rade. 

«Twas thus hi nature's bloom and scditKde 
He nursed his grief till nothing could asauage ; 
Twas thus his tender spirit was subdued, 
^ Till in life's toils it could no more engagv ^ 
And his had been a useless pilgrhnaget 
Hadhe been gifted with no sacred power. 
To md his tfious^ts to every future age ; 
IBut be 18 gone where grief will not devour,, 
i^^Oiere^beauty wiU not ftide, and skiea wiU nner 
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And thou to whom long worsbipp'd nature lends 
No strength to fly from grief or bear its weight, 
Stop not to rail at foes or fickle friends, 
Nor set the world at naught, nor spurn at fate ; 
None seek thy misery, none thy being hate; 
Break from thy former self, thy life t^gin ; 
iDo thou the good thy thoughts oft meditate, 
And thou sh^ feel the good man^s peace witMn, 
And at thy dying day his wreal^ of glory wis. 

With deeds of Tirtne to embalm fass same. 
He dies in triumph or serene delight ; 
Weaker and weaker grows his mortal frame 
At every breath, but in immortal might 
His spirit grows, preparing for its flight : 
The world recedes and fades like clouds of even. 
But heaven comes nearer fast, and grows more 

bright, 
All intervening mists far ofif are driven; 
The world will vanish soon, and all will soon be 
heaven. 

Wouldst thou from sorrow find a sweet relief) 
Or is thy heart oppressed with woes vmtoM? 
Balm woiddst liiou gather for corroding grief! 
Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold : 
'Tis when the rose is wrai^'d in many a ft4d 
Close to its heart, the worm is wasting there 
Its life and beauty ; not, when all unrolled, 
Leaf after leaf its bosom rich and fair (air« 

Breathes freely its perfumes throughout the ambient 

Wake thou that sleepest in enchanted bowers, 
Lest these lost years should haunt thee on the 

m^t 
When death is waiting for thy numbered hoocft 
To take their swift aM everlasting flight ; 
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Wake ere the earthbom charm unnerve thee quite, 
And be thy thoughts to work divine addressxl ; 
Do something— do it soon — ^with all thy might ; 
An angel's wmg would droop if long at rest, 
And God himself inactive were no longer bless'd. 

Some high or humble enterprise of good 
Contemiuate till it shall possess thy mind, 
Become th^r study, pastime, rest, and food, 
And kindle in thy heart a flame refined ; 
Pray Heaven for firmness thy whole soul to bind 
To this thy purpose — ^to begin, pursue. 
With thoughts all fix'd and feelings purely kind, 
Strength to complete, and with delight review, 
And grace to give the praise where all is ever due. 
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BUKN8. 

To a rose, brought from near Alloway Kirk, in AyreshirB, 
in the autumn of 1822. 

Wild Rose of Alloway ! my thanks : 
Thou 'mindst me of that autumn noon 

When first we met upon "the banks 
And braes o^ bonny Doon.*' 

Like thine, beneath the thorn-tree's bough, 
My sunny hour was glad and brief, 

We've cross'd the winter sea, and thou 
Art wither'd— flower and leaf. 

And will not thy death-doom be mine — 
The doom of all things wrought of clay— ■ 

And wither'd my life's leaf like thine, 
Wild rose of Alloway ? 
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Not 80 his m^onory, for whose sake 

My bosom bore thee far md long, 
His— who a humbler flower could make 

Immortal as his song. 

The memory of Bums^a name 
That calls, when brimm'd her fimtal cop, 

A nation^s glory, and her shame, 
In silent sadness w^. 

A nation's glory— be the rest 

Forgot — she's canonized his mind ; 
And it is joy to Jipeak the best 

We may of human kind. 

Vve stood beside the cottage bed 
Where the Bard-peasant first drew breath; 

A straw-thatch'd roof above his head, 
A straw-wrought couch beiwath. 

And I have stood beside the pile, 
His monumeQ^--that tells to HeaTen 

The homage <^ earth's proudest isle 
To that Bard-peasant given ! 

Bid thy thoughts hover o'er that spoti 
Boy-Minstrel, in thy dreaming hour; 

And know, however low his lot, 
A Poet's pride and power* 

The pride that lifted Bums from earth. 
The power that gave a child of song 

Ascendancy o'er rank and birth, 
The rich, the brave, the strong ; 

And if despondency weigh down 
Thy spirit's fluttering pinions then. 

Despair— thy name is written on 
The roll of common men. 
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There have been loftier themes than his, 
And longer scrolls, and louder l3rres, 

And lays lit up with Poesy's 
Purer and holier fires ; 

Yet read the names that know not death; 

Few nobler ones than Bums are there ; 
And few have won a greener wreath 

Than that which binds his hair. 

His is that language of the heart, 
In which the answering heart would speak, 

Thought, word, that bids the warm tear start, 
Or the smile light the cheek ; 

And his that music, to whose tone 
The common pulse of man keeps time, 

In cot or castle's mirth or moan, 
1^ cold or sunny clime. 

And who hath heard his song, nor lofelt 
Before its spell wiik willing knee. 

And hsten'd, and beiieved, and felt 
Hie Poet's mastery. 

O'er the mind's sea, in calm and storm. 
O'er the heart's sunshine and its showers, 

O'er Passion's moments, bright and warm, 
O'er Reason's dark, cold hours ; 

On fields where brave men " die or do," 
In halls where rings the banquet's mirth, 

Where mourners weep, where lovers woo, 
From throne to cottsige hearth ; 

What sweet tears dim the eyes unshed. 
What wild vows falter on the tongue. 

When " Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled,'* 
Or " Auld Lang Syne" is sung ! 
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Pure hopes, that lift the soul above, 
Come with his Cotter's hymn of praise, 

And dreams of youth, and truth, and love, 
With " Logan's" banks and braes. 

And when he breathes his master-lay 

Of Alloway's witch-haunted wall, 
All passions in our frames of clay 

Come thronging at his call. 

Imagination's world of air, 

And our own world, its gloom and glee, 
Wit, pathos, poetry, are there. 

And death's sublimity. 

And Bums — ^though brief the race he ran, 
Though rough and dark the path he trod*- 

Lived— -died— in form and soul a Man, 
The image of his God. 

Through care, and pain, and want, and wo, 
With wounds that only death could heal,. 

Tortures — the poor alone can know. 
The proud alone can feel ; 

He kept his honesty and truth. 

His independent tongue and pen. 
And moved, in manhood and in youth. 

Pride of his fellow-men. 

Strong sense, deep feeling, passions strong,* 

A hate of t3n*ant and of »iave, 
A love of riffht, a scorn of wrong, 

Of coward, and of slave ; 

A kind, true heaurt, a spirit high. 
That could not fear and would not bow,. 

Were written in his manly eye. 
And on his manly brow. 
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Praise to the bard! his words are driren, 
like flower-seeds by the far winds sown, 

Where'er, beneath the sky of heaven, 
The birds of fame have flown. 

Praise to the man ! a nation stood 

Beside his coffin witii wet eyes. 
Her brave, her beautiful, her good, 

As when a loved one dies. 

And still, as on his funeral day, 
Men stand his cold earth-couch around, 

With the mute homage that we pay 
To consecrated ground. 

And consecrated ground it is. 
The last, the hallow'd home of one 

Who Uves upon all memories. 
Though with the buried gone. 

Such ^ves as his are pilgrim-shrines, 
Shrmes to no code or creed confined-^ 

The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 
The Meccas of the mind. 

Sages, with Wisdom's garland wreathed, 
Orown'd kings, and mitred priests of powet,^ 

And warriors with their bright swords sneathed^ 
The mightiest of the hour ; 

And lowUer names, whose humble home 

Is lit by Fortune's dimmer star, 
Are there — o'er wave and mountain come, 

From countries near and far ; 

Pilgrims, whose wandering feet have press'd 
The Switzer's snow, the Arab's saEwi, 

Or trod the piled leaves of the West, 
My own green forest-land. 
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ASl uk Ae cottagB of his birth, 
Gaze on the scenes he loved and snug, 

Ani giither feelings not of earth 
His fields and stteams among. 

They linger by the Boon's low trees, 
And pastoral Nith, and vooded Ayr, 

And round thy sepulchres, Dumftiea ! 
■Rie Poet's tomb ie-there. 

But what to them the BGii^>tor's art, 
His ftmeisl columns, wreaths, and nms t 

Wear they not graven on the heart 
The name of Robert Bums ? 



A tbief «f (he hiditn TribM, Iha ToMuona. 
CooPEB, whose name is with his cotmtry'a woren, 

First in her files, her piomBs of mind, 
A wanderer now in other climes, has proren 

Hifi love for the young land he left behind ; 

And thronfdher in the Senate HaU of Naticuis, 
Robed like the deluge rainbow, hearen-wTOughf , 

Uaguificent as his own mind's creations, 
Ao& heftutifiil aa its green world of UioughL 

And fattiifal to the Act of Congress, qootetl 
nem. con. — 
lives have voted, 
ever known. 



iSnudar 
nee, and laugh ; 
Jay of Fundy, 
piiti^ 
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And, furthermore, in fifty years or sooner, 
We shall export our poetry and wine ; 

And our brave fleet, eight frigates and a schoonery 
Will sweep the seas from Zembla to the Line. 

If he were with me. King of Tpscarora, 

Gazing as I, upon thy portrait now, 
In all its medall'd, fhngea, and beaded glory, 

Its eyes dark beauty, and its thoughtful brow-^ 

Its brow, half martial and half diplomatic. 
Its eye, upsoaring like an eagle's wings ; 

Well might ne boast that we, the Democratic', 
Outrival Europe — even in our kings. 

For thou wert monarch bom. Tradition's pa^ar 
Tell not the planting of thy parent tree. 

But that the forest tribes have bent for ages^ 
To thee, and to thy sires, the subject uiee. 

Thy name is princely. Though no poet's magic 
Could make Rkd Jacket grace an English myme. 

Unless he had a genius for the tragic, 
And introduced it in a* pantomime ; 

Yet it is music in the fonguage spoken 
Of thine own land ; and on her herald-roU, 

As nobly fought for, aiid is proud a token 
As C(EUB DE Lion's, of a warrior's soul. 

Tliy garb — though Au&tria's bosom-star i;^ould 
frighten 
That medal pale, as diaifaonds the dark mine,- 
And George the Fourth wore, in the dance at Br^h- 
ton, 
A more becoming evening dress than thine ; 

Yet His a brave one, scorning wind and weather. 
And fitted for thy couch on field and flood. 

As Rob Roy's tartans for the Highland heather, 
Or forest green for England's Itobin Hood. 
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Is strength a monarch's merit ? (like a whaler's) 
Thou art as tall, as sine^vy, and as strong 

As earth's first kings — the Axgo's gallant saUors, 
Heroes in history, and gods in song. 

Is eloquence ? Her spell is thine that reaphes 
The heart, and makes the wisest head its sport ; 

And there's one rare, strange virtue in thy speeches, 
The secret of their mastery — they are short. 

Is beauty ? Thine has with thy youth departed. 
But the love-legends of thy manhood's years, 

And she who perish'd, young and broken-hearted, 
Are — ^but I rhyme for smiles, and not for tears. 

The monarch mind — ^the mystery of commanding, 
The godlike power, the art Napoleon, 

pf winning, fettering, moulding, wielding, banding 
The hearts of millions till they move as one ; 

Thou hast it. At thy bidding men have crowded 

The road to death as to a festival ; 
And n\instrel minds, without a blush, have shrouded 

With banner-folds of glory their dark pall. 

Who will believe — not I— for in deceiving 
lies the dear charm of life's delightful dream; 

I cannot spare the luxury of believing 
That all things beautiml are what they seem. 

Who will believe that, vrith a smile whose blessing 
Would, like the patriarch's, sooth a dying hour; 

With voice a^ low, as gentle, and caressing 
As e'er won maiden's lip in moonlight bower ; 

With look, like patient Job's, eschewing evil ; 

With motions graceful as a bird's in air ; 
Thou art, in sober truth, the veriest devil 

That e'er clinched fingers in a captive's hairt 
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That in thy veins there springs a poison Ibvntain, 
Deadlier than thai which bati^es the Upas-tree ; 

And in thy wrath, a nursing Oat o' Monntain 
Is calm as her babe's sle^ compared with tbee t 

And nndemeaih that face like summer's ocean's. 
Its lip Us moveless, and its <dteek as clear, 

Slumbers a whirlwind of the heart's emotions^ 
Love, hatred, pride, hope, sorrow— all, save fear, 

Love — ^for th^ land, as if she were thy daughter, 
Her pipes m peace, her tomahawk m wars ; 

Hatred — of missionaries and cold water ; 
Pride — in thy rifle trophies and thy scars ; 

Hope—that thy wrongs will be by the Great Spirit 
Remember'd and revenged when thou art gone ; 

Sorrow^-that none are left thee to inherit 
Thy name, thy fame, thy passions, and thy throne. 



HiNRT Wadsworth LoNGniiLOW. 

TBI LIGHT OF STABS. 

Thc night is come, but not too soon ; 

And sinking silently, 
All silently, me little moon 

Drops down behind the sky. 

There is no lisht in earth or heaven 
But the cold light of stars ; 

And the first watch of night is given 
To the red planet Mars. 

Is it the tender star of love 1 
The star of love and dreams % 

Oh no ! from that blue tent above, 
A hero's armour gleams. 
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And earnest thoughts within me ris«, 

When I behold afar, 
Suspended in the evening skies, 

The shield of that red star. 
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Ere the evening lamps are li^^itedy 
And, like phantoms grim and tall. 

Shadows from the fitful firelight 
Dance upon the parlour wsdl ; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved ones, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more ; 

He, the young and strong, who cherish'd 
Noble longings for the strife, 

By the roadside fell and perish'd, 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
Who the cross of suffering bore. 

Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us oa earth no more ! 

And with them the Bemg Beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love me, 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine. 

Takes the vacant chair beside me^ 
Lays her gentle hand in: mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 
With those deep and tender eyes. 

Like the stars, so still and saint-like. 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Utter*d not, yet comprehended, 
Is the spinas voiceless prayer, 

Soft rebukes, in blessings encksd, 
Breathing from her lips of air. 
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Oh, though oft depressM and lotiely, 

All my fears are laid aside 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have liyed and died ! 



THB SPIRIT OF POStRY. 

Thers is a quiet spirit in these woods, 
That dwells where'er the south wind blows ; 
Where, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade, 
The wild flowers bloom, or, kissing the soft air, 
The leaves above their sunny palms outspread. 
With what a tender and impassion'd voice 
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought. 
When the fast-ushering star of morning comes 
O'er-riding the gray hiUs with golden scarf; 
Or when the cowFd and dusky-sandaled Eve, 
In mourning weeds, from out the western gate, 
Departs wim silent pace ! That spirit moves 
In the green valley, where the silver brook, 
From its full laver, pours the white cascade ; 
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods, 
Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless 

laughter. 
And frequent, on the everlasting hills. 
Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 
In an the dark embroidery of the storm, 
And shouts the stem, strong wind. And here, amid 
The silent majesty of these deep woods. 
Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth, 
As to the sunslnne, and the pure bright air. 
Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards 
Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades. 
For them there was an eloquent voice itt'all 
The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun. 
The flowers, the leaves, the river on its way. 
Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle winds ; 
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The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun 

Aslant the wooded e^ope at evening goes ; 

Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in ^ 

Mountain, and shattered cliff, and sunny vale, 

The distant lake, fountains, and mighty trees^ 

In many a lazy syllable, repeating J 

Their old poetical legends to the wind. f 

And this is the sweet spirit that doth fill 
The world ; and, in these wayward days of youth, 
My busy fancy oft imbodies it, 
As the bright image of the light and beauty 
That dwell in nature, of the heavenly forms 
We worship in our direanas, and the soft hues 
That stain the i?fild-bird's wing, and flush the clouds 
"When the sun sets. Within her eye 
The heaven of April, with its changing light, 
And when it wears the Iplue of May, is hun^, 
And on her lip the rich red rose. Her hair 
Is like the summer tresses of the trees, 
IVhen twilight makes them brown, and on her cheek 
Blushes the richness of an autumn sky, 
With ever-shifting beauty. Then her breath, 
It is so like the gentle air of Spring, 
As, from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes 
full of their fragrance, that it is a joy 
To have it rouQd us, and her silver voice 
Is the rich music of a summer bird, 
Heard in the still n^^ht, wi(h its passionate cadence. 



Charles Sprac^ub. 

^Hl FOROI OF CUBI08ITT. 

How swells my theme ! how vain my power I find. 
To track the vrindings of the curious mind ; 
Let aught be hid, though useless, nothing boots, 
Straightway it must be pluck'd up by the roots. 
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How oft we lay the volume down to ask 

Of him, the viclim in the Iron Mask ; 

The crasted medal rah with painful care, 

To spell the legend out — ^that is not there ; 

With dubious gaze o'er mossgrown tombstones bend 

To find a name—the herald nerer penned ; 

Dig through the lava-deluged city's breast. 

Learn all we can, and wisely guess the rest : 

Ancient or modem, sacred or profane, 

All must be known, and all obscure made plain ; 

If 'twas a pippin tempted Eve to sin. 

If glorious Byron drugged his muse with gin ; 

If Troy e'er stood, if Shakspeare stole a aeer, 

If Israel's missing tribes foimd refuge here ; 

If like a villain Captain Henry Ued, 

li like a martyr Captain Morgan died. 

Its aim oft idle, lovely in its end, 
We turn to look, then linger to befiriend ; 
The maid of Egypt thus was led to save 
A nation's future leader from the wave : 
New things to liear when erst the Grentiles ran, 
Truth closed what Curio^ty began. 
How many a noble art, now widely known. 
Owes its young impulse to this power alone : 
Even in its slightest working we may trace 
A deed that changed the fortunes of a race ; 
Bruce, banned and hunted on his native soH, 
With curious eye surveyed a spider's toil ; 
Six times the little climber strove and failed ; 
Six times the chief before his foes had quailed ; 
** Onoe more," he cried, " in thine my doom I r^d, 
Once more I dare the fight if thou succeed ;" 
*Twas done : . the insect's fate he made his own : 
Once more the battle waged, and gained a throne. 

Behold the sick man in his easy chair ; j 

Barred from the busy crowd and bracing air, |- 

How every passing trifle proves its power !j 

To while away the long, dull, lazy hour. i 

As down the pane the rival rain-drops chase, . \ 

Carious he'll watch to see which wins the race ; | 
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And let ti^o dogs beneath his window fight, 

Hell shut his Bible to enjoy the sight. 

So with each newborn nothing rol£ the day, 

Till some kind neighbour, stumbling in his way, 

Draws up his chair, the sufferer to amuse, 

And makes him happy while he tells — ^The News. 

The News ! our morning, noon, and evening cry ; 
Day unto day repeats it till we d^e. 
For this the cit, the critic, an4 tlie fop, 
Dally the hour away in Tonsor's shop; 
For this the gossip takes her daily route. 
And wears your threshold and your patieuce out ; 
For this we leave the parson in the lurch. 
And pause to pratUe on the way to church ; 
Even when some coffin'd friend we gather round, 
We ask, " What news V then lay him in Uie ground ; 
To this the breakfast owes its sweetest zest. 
For this the dinner cools, the bied remains i^npress^d. 



THB TRATILLKR's FAW. 



Undbaw yon curtain, look within that room, 
^Vhere all is splendour, yet where aU is gloom : 
Why weeps that mother? why, in pensive mood. 
Group noiseless round, that little, lovely brood t 
The battledore is stiU, lain by each book. 
And the harp slumbers in its 'customed nook. 
Who hath done this ? what cold, unpitying foe, 
Hath made his house the dwelling-place of wo 1 
'Tid:he, the husband, father, lost m care, 
O'er that sweet fellow in his cradle there : 
The gallant bark that rides by yonder strand, 
B|^rs him to-morrow from ms native land. 
Why turns he, half unwilling, from his home, 
lo tempt the ocean and the earth to roam? 
A ^ u ^® ^^^ boast, a miser's sigh would hu^, 
^^^ health is lauffhinsr in that ruddy blush ; 
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Friends spring to greet him, and he haiis no foe— >- 
So honoured and so blessM, what bids him go % 
His «ye must see, his foot each spot must tread,- 
Where sleeps the dust of earth's recorded dead ; 
Where rise the monuments of ancient time, 
Pillar and pyramid in age »id)hme : 
The pagan's temple and the churchman's tower, 
War's bloodiest plain, and Wisdom's greenest bower ; 
All tb^t his wonder woke in schoolboy themes, 
All that his fancy fired in youthful dreams : 
Where Socrates once taught he thirsts to stray, 
Where Homer poured his everlasting lay ; 
Prom Virgil's tomb he longs to pluck one flower. 
By Avon's stream to live^ one moonhght hour ; 
To pause where England '* gamers up" her great, 
And drop a patriot's tear to Milton's fate ; . 
Fame's fiving masters, too, he must behold, 
Wliose deeds shall blazon ^th the best of old : 
Nations compare, their laws and customs scan, 
And read, wherever spread, the book of Man ;- 
For these he goes, self-banish'd from his hearth, 
And wrmgs the hearts of all he loves on earth. 

Yet say, sh^ll not new joy those hearts inspire. 
When grouping round the future winter fire. 
To hear the wonders of the world they bum, 
And: lose' his absence in his glad return ? 
Return ? alas ! he shall return no more, 
To bless his own sweet home,' his own proud shore 
Look once again : cold in his cabin now, > 

Death's* finger-mark is' on his' paUid brow ; t 

No wife stood by, her patient watch to keep, 
To smile on him, then turn away to weep ; 
Kind woman's place rough mariners supplied, 
And shared the wanderer's blessing when he died. 
Wrapp'd in the raiment that it long must wear, 
His body to'the deck they slowly bear; 
Even there the spirit that I sing is tme, 
The cirew look on with sad but curious view ; 
Tlie setting sun flings round his farewell rays, 
O'er the broad ocean not a ripple plays ; 
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How eloqoent, how awM in its power, 
The silent lecture of deaUi's sabbath-hour : 
Chie voice that silence breaks— the prayer is said^ 
And the last rite man pays to man is paid; 
The plashing water mariui his resting-place, 
And fold him round in one long, cold embrace ; 
Bright bubbles for a moment sparkle o'er, 
Then break, to be, like him, beheld no more ; 
Down, countless fathoms down, he sinks to 9]^^r 
With all the namdess shapes that hannt the deep^ 
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"I rocked her m the cra^, 
And hid ber in the tomb. She wee the yam^ttt: 
What fireside cirde heth not ftlt the chum 
Of that sweet tie ! The youngest in'er grow <4d. 
The fond endearments of oar earlier days 
We keep alive in them, and when they die, 
Our youthful joys we bury with them.** 

I sEs thee still : 
Remembrance, faithful to her trust, 
JMls thee in beauty from the dust; 
Thou comest in the morning light,^ 
Thou'rt with me throw^ the gloomy night ^ 
to dreams I meet thee as of old ; 
Th«n thy soft arms my neck enfold, 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear ; 
Jn eyery scene to memory dear,^ 

I see thee stilL 

I see thee stilL 
St ^S liallow'd token round ; 

lS SS^ ^^ r^^ ^J forehead shaded, 
4^,?^ Cham by thee was braided^ 
Sw^ ^««. aU withered now, like thee. 
^* sister, thou didst cuil for Jne r 
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This book was thine, here didst thou read f 
iThis picture, ah! yes, here, indeed, 
I see liiee still. 

I see thee still : 
Here was thy summer noon^s retreat, 
(lere was thy favourite fireside seat ; 
This was thy chamber— here, each day,- 
I sat and watch'd thy sad decay ; 
Here, on this bed, thou last didst lie, 
Here, on this pillow, thou didst die : 
Dark hour f once more Hs woes unfold ^ 
As theti I S2EW thee, pale a;iid cold, 

I see thee stifl. 

I see tliee still : 
Thou* art not in the grave confined— 
I^eath cannot claim the imtnortal MindV 
Let Eartli close o^er its sacred trusty 
fiut goodness dies not in the dust; 
Thee, oh ! my sister, His not I3iee 
Beneath the cofihi's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer land art gone : 
There, let me hope, my journey done^ 

Tosee^ee still! 



^litteik oli oei^amoii of tfa* accidAiital mating: of all the lur- 
yinng membeEs of a tunSfd 

Wiare aUIi(et«!^ 

Fatiier, Mo^er, 

Sister, Brotbet, 
All whcT bold each ol^r dear. 
£ach olutir iri&Ied— we're all at home: 
To-night let no cOld stranger come : 
It is not often thus around 
Our old fiBim^ar hearth we^ found : 

N 
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Bless, then, the meeting and the spot ; 
For once be every care forgot ; 
Let ffentle Peace assert her power, 
And Kind Affection rule the honr ; 
WeVe all— all here. 

We're not all here ! 
Some are away — ^the dead ones dear, 
Who thronged with us this ancient hearth^ 
And gave the hour to guiltless mirth. 
Fate, with a stern, relentless hand, 
Looked in and thinned our little band : 
Some like a night-flash passed away. 
And some sank, lingering, day by day ; 
The quiet graveyard — some be thej'e — 
And cruel Ocean has his share — 

We're not all here. 

We are all here ! 
Even they— the dead — ^though dead, so dear; 
Fond Memory, to her duty true^ 
Brings back their faded forms to view. 
How life-like, through the mist of years, 
Each welK-remembered face appears I 
We see them as in times long past. 
From each to each kind looks are cast ; 
We hear their words, their snules behold. 
They're round us as they were of oldr— 

We are all here. 

We are all here ! 

Father, Mother, 

Sister, Brother, 
You that I love with love so dear. 
This may not long of us be said ; 
Soon most we join the gathered dead ; 
And by the hearth we now sit round. 
Some other circle will be found. 
Oh! then, that wisdom may we know. 
Which yields a liife of peace below ; 
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So, in the world to follow this, 
May each repeat, in words of bliss, 
We're all— all here ! 



rSE WINOKD WOR8HIPPBR8. 

Two swallows, having flown into church during divine service, 
were apostrophized in the following stanzas. 

Gat, guiltless pair. 
What seek ye from the fields of heaven I 

Ye have no need of prayer. 
Ye have no sins to be forgiven. 

Why perch ye here, 
Where mortals to their Maker bend ? 

Can your pure spirits fear 
The Crod ye never could offend ? 

Ye never knew 
The crimes for which we come to weep : 

Penance is not for you, 
Bless'd wanderers of the upper deep. 

To you 'tis given 
To wake sweet nature's untaught lays ; 

Beneath the arch of heaven ; 

To chirp away a life of praise. 

Then spread each wing, 
Far, far above, o'er lakes and lands. 

And join the choirs that sing ^ 

In yon blue dome not rear'd with hands. 

Or if ye stay 
To note the consecrated hour. 

Teach me the airy way. 
And let me tiy your envied power. 
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Above the crowd, 
On upward wings could I but fly, 

I'd bathe m yon bright cloud, 
And seek the stars Uiat gem the sky. 

'Twere heayen indeed. 
Through fields of tracMess light to soar* 

Oq nature's charms to feed, 
And ^ati^re's own great God ^r9. 



Edward C. Pinknet. 
THK Indian's beide. 

Why is that graceM female here, 
With yon red hunter of the deer t 
Of gentle mien and shape, she seems 

For civil halls designed, 
Yet with the stately savage walks 

As she were of his land, 
Look on her leafy diad^em, 
Enrich'd with many ^ Qoral gem { 
Those simple omanients about 

Her candid brow, disclose 
The loitering Spring's last violet. 

And Summer's earliest rose ; 
But not a flower lies breathing there, 
Sweet as herself, or half so fair. 
Exchanging lustre with the sun, 

A port of day i^e strays ; 
A glancing, hving, human smile, 

Oq nature's face she plays. 
Can none instruct me what are these 
Con^paoions of th^ lofty trees ? 

Intent to blend with his her lot. 
Fate form'd her all that he was not; 
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And as by mere unlikeness thoughts 

Associate we see, 
Their hearts from very difference caught 

A perfect s)rmpathy. 
The household goddess here to be 
Of that one dusky votary, 
She left her p&Uid counti^rmen, 

An earthling most divine, 
And sought in this sequester'd wood 

A solitary shrine. 
Behold them roaming hand in hand, 
Like night and sleep, along the land ; 
Observe their movements : he for her 

Restrains his active stride, 
While she assumes a bolder gait 

To ramble at his side : 
Thus, even as the steps they frame, 
Their souls fast alter to the same. 
The one forsakes ferocity. 

And momently grows mild; 
The other tempers more and more 

The artful with the wild. 
She humanizes him, and he 
Educates her to liberty. 

Oh, say not they must soon be old, 

Their limbs prove faint, their breasts feel ooldl 

Yet envy I that sylvan pair 

More than my words express, i 

The singular beauty of their lot. 

And seeming happiness. * 

They have not been reduced to share 
The painful pleasures of despair : * 
Their sun declines not in the sky, 

Nor are their wishes cast. 
Like shadows of the afternoon. 

Repining towards the past ; 
With naught to dread or to repent. 
The present yields them fUll content. 

N2 
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In solitude there is no crime ; 

Hieir actions are all free, 
And passion lends their way of life 

The only dignity; 
And how should they h^ve any cares! 
Whose interest contends with theirs % 

The world, or all they know of it, 
Is theirs : for them the stars are lit ; 
For them the earth beneath is green, 

llie heavens above are bright : 
For them the moon doth wax and wane. 

And decorate the night ; 
For them the branches of those trees 
Wave music in the vernal breeze ; 
For them upon that dancing spray 

The free bird sits and sings, 
And glittering insects flit about 

Upon dSighted wings ; 
Por tl^em that orook, the brakes among. 
Murmurs its small and drowsy song ; 
For them the manvrcolour'd clouds 

Their shapes diversify, 
And change at once, like smiles aqd frowns, 

Th' expression of the sky. 
For them and by them -all is gay, 
And fresh and beantiM as they : 
The images their minds receive. 

Their minds assimilate. 
To outward forms imparting thqs 

The glory of their state. 
Could aught be painted otherwise 
Than fair, seen through her star-bfi^t eyes? 
He too, because she Alls his sight, 

Each object falsely sees ; 
The pleasure that he has in her 

Makes all thmgs seem to pleiise, 
And this is love ; and it is life 
They lead, that Indian and his wife. 
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XBMOBT. 

How feels the guiltless dreamer, who 

With idly curious gaze 

Has let his mind's glance wander through 

The rehes of past days t 

As feels the pilgrim that has scanned. 

Within their skurting wall, 

The nooonlit marbles of some grand 

Disburied capital ; 

Masses of wniteness and of gloom, 

The darkly bright remains 

Of desolate palace, empty tomb. 

And desecrated fanes : 

For in the ruins of old hours, 

Remembrance haply sees 

Temples, and tombs, and palaces, 

Not different from these. 



Emma C. Emburt. 

CHBirr IN THB tBMPBrr. 

MmmeHT was on the mighty deep. 
And darkness filled the boundless sky, 

While mid the raging wind was heard 
The sea-bird's moumftU cry ; 

For tempest clouds were mustering wrath 

Across tne seaman's trapkless pa& 

It came ^length : one fearful gust 
Rent fiim the mast the shivering sail, 

And drove the helidess bark along. 
The plaything of the gale. 

While fearfully the lightning's glare 

Fell on the pale brows gather'd there. 



^un3. 



c(ear», 

foke, 
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ana power 
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Earth to its centre felt the thrill, 

As low he murmur'd, " Peace ! Be still!" 

Hark to the burst of meeting waves, 

The roaring of the angry sea ! 
A moment more, and all is hush*d > 

In deep tranqiullitjr; 
While not a breeze is near to break 
TTie mirror'd surface of the lake. 

Then on the stricken hearts of all 

Fell anxious doubt and holy awe, 
As timidly they gazed on him 

Whose will was nature's law : 
" What man is this," they cry, "whose word 
E'en by the raging sea is heaid t" 



LINB8 SUOOIfTID BY TBI MORATIAN BURlAL^BOVND AT 

BBTHLBHEM. 

Whbn in the shadow of the tomb 

This heart shall i^st, 
Oh ! lay me where spring flowerets bloom 

On earth's bright breast. 

Oh! ne'er in vaulted chambers lay 

My lifeless form ; 
Seek not of such mean, worthless prey 

To cheat the worm. 

In this sweet city of the dead 

I fain would sleep, 
Where flowers may deck my narrow bed. 

And night dews weep. 

But raise not the sepulchral stone 

To mark the spot ; 
Enough, if by thy heart alone 

Tis ne'er forgot. 
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Hbhrt Pickkring. 

TRS LAST DATS OP AUTUMN 

Haek to the sounding gale ! how throiigh the soul 
It vibrates, and in thunder seems to roQ 
Along the mountains ! Loud the forest moans, 
And, naked to the blast, the overmastering spirit 
owns. 

Rustling, the leaves are rudely hurried by, 
Or in dark eddies whirled ; while from on high 
The ruffian Winds, as if in giant mirth, 
Unseat the mountain pine, and headlong dash to 
earth! 

With crest of foam, the uplifted flood ho more 

Flows placidly along the sylvan shore; 

But, vex'd to madness, heaves its turbid wave. 

Threatening to leap the banks it whilom loved 
lave : 

* 
And in the an^ heavens, where, wheeling low, 
The sun exhibits yet a fitful glow. 
The clouds, obedient to the stormy power. 

Or shattered fly along, or still more darkly lower* 

Amazement seizes all ! within the vale 
Shrinking, the mute herd snuff the shivering gale ; 
The while, with tossing head and streaming mane, 
The horse affiighted bounds, or wildly skmis the 
plain. 

Whither, with charms to Fancy yet so dear. 
Whither has fled the lovely infant year ? 
Where, too, the groves in greener, pomp array'd? 
The deep and solemn gloom of the inspinng shade! 

The verdant heaven that once the woods o'er- 
And underneath a pensive twilight shed, [spread, 
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Is sfanvell'd all : dead the vine-mantled bowers, 
And wither'd in their bloom the beautiful young 
flowers ! 

Mute, too, the voice of Joy ! no tuneful bird 
Amid the leafless forest now is heard ; 
Nor more may ploughboy's laugh the bosom cheer, 
Nor in the velvet glade Love's whisper eharm the 
ear. 

But lo, the ruthless storm its force hath spent ; 
And see ! where sinking 'neath yon cloudy tent. 
The sun withdraws his last cold, feeble ray. 
Abandoning to Night his short and dubious sway. 

A heavier gloom pervades the chilly air ! 
Now in their northern caves the Winds prepare 
The nitrous frost to sheet with dazzling white,^ 
The long-deserted fields at the return of hght : 

Or with keen icy breath they may class o'er 
The restless wave, and on the lucid floor 
Let fall the feathery shower, and far and wide 
Involve in snowy robe the land and fetter'd tide ! 

Thus shut the varied scene ! and thus, in turn. 
Oh Autumn ! thou within thine ample urn 
S weep'st all earth's glories. . Ah, for one brief hour,. 
Spare the soft vitgin's bloom and tender human 
flower ! 



James 6. Pbrcival. 



TBI PATBURCHAL AGE. 



Oh ! for those early days, when patriarchs dwelt 
In pastoral tents, that fose beneath the pahn, 

When life was pure, and every bosom felt 
Unwarp'd affection's sweetest, holiest balm. 
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And like the nient scene around them, eaiitf/ 
Yean stole along in one* unruffled flow ; 

Their hearts aye warbled with devotion's psahni. 
And as they saw their buds around them blow. 
Their keenly glistening eye revealed the grateful 
glow. 

lliey sat at evening, when their gathered flocks 

Bleated and sported by the palm-crowned well, 
The sun was ghttering on the pcnnted rocks, 

And kmg and wide the deepening shadows fell ; 

They sang their hymn, and in a choral swell 
They raised their simple vcnces to the Powe9r 

Vtho smiled along the fair sky ; they would dwell 
Fondly and deeply on his praise ; that hour 
Was to them, as to flowers that droop and Aide, the 
shower. 

He warm'd them in the sunbeams, and they gazed 
In wonder on that kindling fount of light ; 

And as, hung on the glowing west, it Mated 
In brighter glories, wi^ a full delight 
They pour'd their pealing anthem, and when mght 

Lifted her silver forenead, and the moon 
RoU'd throi^h the blue serenity, in bright 

But softer radiance, they bless'd the boon 

That gave those hours the charm without the Are of 
noon. 

Spring of the living worid, the dawn of nature. 
When man walkM forth the lord of all below. 

Erect and godlike in his giant stature, 
Before the tainted gales of vice 'gem blow : 
His conscience spotless as th^ new-fallen snow, 

I^ure as the crystal spouting from the spring, 
He aam'd no nuMerons dagger, drew no bow. 

But at the soaring of the esllle's wing, 

The gaunt wolf's stealthy atep, the hanfa ranri 
spring. 
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With brates alone he ann'd himself for vnr ; 

Free to the winds his long locks dancing flew, 
And at his prowling enemy afar, 

He shot his death-shaft from the nervy yew; 

In morning's mist his shrill^yoieed bugle biew. 
And with the rising «an on tall rocks strode, 

And, bounding through the gemm'd and sparitMng, 
dew. 
The rose of health, that in his tail cheek g^owM, 
Told of the pure fresh stream that there enkindling 
flow'd. 

This was the age when mind was all on fire. 
The days of inspiration when the soul, 

Warm'd, heighten'd, lifted, burning with desfcre 
For all the great and lorely, to the goal 
Of man's essential glory rush'd ; Uien stole 

The sage his spark from heaven, the prophet spake 
His (kep-toned words of Urander, as wnen roll 

The peals amid the clouds : words that would lueak 

The spirit's leaden sleep, and all ita terrors wake. 



THI Bxnt, 



Cbnteb of light and energy f thy way 

Is through the mdioiown void ; thou hast thy t^nme^ 
Morning, and evening, and at noon of day. 
Far in the blue, untended and alone : 
Ere the first-waken'd airs of earth had blown. 
On thou didst march, triumphant in thy Ught ; 
Then thou didst send thy glance^ wuicli stiu hath 
flown 
Wide through the never-ending worlds of night, 
And yet thy full orb bums with flash as keen and 
bright. 

O 
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We call thee Lord of Day, and thou dost give 
To Earth the fire that animates her crust. 

And wakens aU the forms that move and live, 
From the fine viewless mould which lurks in dust. 
To him who looks to Heaven, and on his bust 

Bears stamped the seal of God, who gathers there 
Lines of deep thought, high feeling, daring trust 

In his own centred powers, who aims to share 

In all his soul can frame of wide, and great, and fair. 

Thv path is high in Heaven ; we cannot gaze 
On the intense of lifht that girds thy car ; 

There is a crown of glory in thy rays. 
Which bears thy pure divinity afar, 
To mingle with the equal light of star, 

For thou, so vast to us, art in the whole 
One of the sparks of night that fire the air. 

And as around thy centre planets roll. 

So thou too hast thy path around the central soul. 

I am no fond idolater to thee. 

One of the countless multitude, who burn, 
As lamps, around the one Eternity, 

In whose contending forces systems turn 

Their circles round that seat of life, the urn 
Where all must sleep, if matter ever dies : 

Sight fails me here, but fancy can discern 
With the wide glance of her all-seeing eyes. 
Where, in the heart of worlds, the ruhng Spirit lies. 

And thou, too, hast thy world, and unto thee 
We are as nothing ; thou goest forth alone, 

And movest through the wide atrial sea. 
Glad as a conqueror resting on his throne 
From a new victory^ where he late had shown 

^^er his power to nations ; so thy light • 
Comes with new pomp, as if thy strength haid 
grown, 

With each revolving day, or thou at night 

Had lit again thy fires, and thus renewM thy mights 



JAMES G. PSRCIVAL. 159 

Age o'er thee has no power: thou bringst the same 

Light to renew the morning, as when first, 
If not eternal, thou, with front of flame, 
On the dark face of earth in glory burst. 
And warmed the seas, and in their bosom nursed 
The earliest things of life, the worm and shell; 
. Till through the sinking ocean mountains pierced. 
And then came forth the land whereon we dwell, 
Rear'd like a magic fane above the watery swell. 

And there thy searching heat awoke the seeds 
Of all that gives a charm to earth, and lends 

An energy to nature ; all that feeds 
On the rich mould, and then in bearing bends 
Its fruits again to earth, wherein it blends 

The last and first of life ; of all who bear 
Their forms in motion, where the spirit tends 

Instinctive, in their common good to share^ [there. 

Which lies in thiiigs that breathe, or late were Uving 

They live in thee : without thee all were dead 
And dark, no beam had lighted on the waste. 

But one eternal night around had spread 
Funereal gloom, and coldly thus defaced 
This Eden, which thy fairy hand had graced 

With such uncounted beauty ; all that blows 
In the fresh air of Spring, and, growing, braced 

Its form to manhood, when it stands and glows 

In the full-temper'd beam, that gladdens as it goes: 

Thou lookest on the Earth, and then it smiles ; 

Thy light is hid, and all things droop and mourn ; 
Laughs the wide sea around her budding isles, 

Wlien through their heaven thy changing car is 
borne; 

Thou wheePst away thy flight, the woods are shorn 
Of all their waving locks, and storms awake ; 

All, that was once so beautiful, is torn 
By the wild winds which plough the lonely lake. 
And in their maddening rush the crested mountains 
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The earth lies buried in a iliioiid of snow ; 

Life lingers, and would die, but thy return 
Gives to Sieir gladden'd hearts an oreiflow 

Of all the power that brooded in the um [sponi 

Of their chill'd frames, and tfaea they prradly 
All bands that would confine, and give to air 

Hues, fragrance, shapes of beauty, till they bum. 
When on a dewy mom ihon dartest th^re [&ir. 
Rich waves of gold to wreath with Mrer light the 

The vales are thine ; and when Ae touch of Spring 
Thrills them, and gives diem gladness, in thy light 

lliey glitter, as the glancing swallow's wing 
Dashes the water in his winding flight, 
And leaves behind a wave that crinkles bright, 

And widens outward to the pebbled shore — 
The vales are thine : and when they vrake from 
night. 

The dews that bend the grass tips, twinkling o'er 

Their soft and oozy beds, look upward and adore. 

The hills are thine : diey catch thy newest beam. 
And gladden in thy parting, whrare the wood 

Flames out in every leaf, aiS drinks the stream 
That flows from out thy Mness, as a flood 
Bursts from an unknown land, and rolls the food 

Of nations in its waters ; so thy rays 
Flow and give brighter tints, than ever bud, 

When a clear sheet of ice reflects a Maze (plays. 

Of many twinkling gems, as every gloss'd boigfi 

Thine are ihe mountains, where they purely lift 

Snows that have never wasted in a sky 
Which hath no stain ; below the storm may drift 

Its darkness, and the thunder-gust roar by ; 

Aloft in thy eternal smile they lie. 
Dazzling but cold ; thy farewell glance looks there ; 

And when below thy hues of l^auty die, 
Girt round them as a rosy belt, they bear 
Into the high dark vault a brow that still is fair. 
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The clouds are thine, and all their magic hoes 
Are pencilled by thee ; when thou bendest low, 

Or comest in thy strength, thy hand imbues 
Their waving fold with such a perfect glow 
Of all pure tints, the fairy pictures throw 

Shame on the proudest art ; the tender stain 
Hunff round the verge of Heaven, that has a bow 

Girds me wide world, and in their blended chain 

All tints to the deep gold that flashes in thy train : 

These are thy trophies, and thou bendst thy arch, 
The sign of triumph, in a seven-fold twine. 

Where the spent storm is hasting on its march; 
And there the glories of thy hght combine. 
And form with perfect curve a lifted line. 

Striding the earth and air ; man looks and tells 
How Peace and Mercy in its beauty shine. 

And how the heavenly messenger impels 

Her glad wings on the path, that thus in ether swells. 

The ocean is thy vassal : thou dost sway 

His waves to thy dominion, uid they go 
Where thou in Heaven dost guide them on their way. 

Rising and falling in eternal flow ; 

Thou lookest on the waters, and they glow ; 
They take them wings, and spring alon in air. 

And change to clou^, and then, dissolving, throw 
Their treasures back to eardi, and, rushing, tear 
The mountain and the vale, as proudly on they bear. 

I too have been upon thy rolling breast. 
Widest of waters ! I have seen thee lie 

Calm, as an infant pillow'd in its rest 
On a fond mother's bosom> when the sky, 
Not smoother, gave the deep its azure die. 

Till a new Heaven was arch'd and glass'd below ; 
And then the clouds, that, gay in sunset, fly. 

Cast on it such a stain, it kindled so, 

As in the cheek of youth the living roses arovr. 

02 
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I too have seen thee on thy saxsoDg path, 
When the night tempest met thee : thou didst dash 

Thy white anns high m Heaven, as if in wrath 
Threatening the angry sky ; thy waves did lash 
The labouring vessel, and with deadening crash 

Rush madly forth to scourge its groaning ludes ; 
Onward thy billows came to meet and clash 

In a wild warfare, till the lifted tides [rides. 

Mingled their yesty tops, where the dark storm-cloi^ 

In thee, first lig^t, the bounding ocean smiles, 
When the quick winds uprear it in a swell. 

That rolls in glittering green around the isles, 
Where ever-springing fruits and blossoms dwell { 
Oh ! with a joy no gifted tongue can tell, 

I hurry o'er the waters, when the sail 
Swells tensely, and the light keel glances well 

Over the curling billow, and the gale 

Comes ofif from spicy groves to tell its winning talow 

The soul is thine : of old thou wert the power 

Who gave the poet life, and I in thee 
Feel my heart gladden at the holy hour 

When thou art sinking in the suent sea ; 

Or when I climb the height, and wander free 
In thy meridian glory, for the air 

Sparkles and tmrns in thy intensit}^ 
I feel thy light within me, and I share 
In the fidl glow of soul thy sprit kindles there. 



TRB DBSKKTXD WIFS. 

Hk comes not ; I have watched the moon go downi 
But yet he comes not. Once it was not so. 
He thinks not how ihese bitter tears do flow, 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 
Yet he will come and chide, and I shall weep ; 
And he will wake my infant from its sleep, 
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To blend its feeble wafling with my tean. 
Oh I how I lore a mother's watdi to keep, 
Over those sleeping eyes, that smile, which chetts 
My heart, thou^ sunk in sorrow, fix'd and deep. 
I had a husband once, who lored me ; now 
He erer wears a frown upon his brow, 
And feeds his passion on a wanton's lip. 
As bees, from laurel flowers, a poison sip ; 
But yet I cannot hate. Oh ! there were hoursy 
When I could hang for ever on his eye. 
And Time, who stole with silent swiftness by, 
jStrew'd, as he hurried on, his path wilii flowers. 
} loved him then ; he loved me too. My heart 
iStill finds its fondness kindle if he smile ; 
The memory of our loves will ne'er depart ; 
And though he often sting me wititva dart, 
Yenom'd and b«rb'd, and waste upon the vile 
Caresses Which his babe and mine should shar^— 
Though he should spurn me, I wiU >camly bear 
His inadness ; and should sickness come, and ky 
Its paralyzing hand upon him, then 
I would, with kindness, all my wrongs repay. 
Until the penitent should weep, and say 
How ii^nred and how faitibfim had be»n. 



THS OOftAL OBOYS. 

DK»in tile wave is a coral grove^ 
Where the purple mullet and ^dfish rove, 
Where the sea-flower spreads its leaves of Uue, 
That never are wet with fallkig deWy 
But in bright and changeful beauty shine, 
Far down in the green and glassy brine ; 
The floor is of sand, \&e the mountain drift. 
And the pearl shells spangle the ^ty snow ; 
From coral rocks the sea-plants lift 
Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow; 
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The water is cahn and still below, 

For the winds and waves are absent there, 

And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 

In the motionless fields of upper air : 

There with its waving blade of green, 

The sea-flag streams through the silent water, 

And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 

To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 

There, with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear deep sea ; 

And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 

Are ben^ig like com on the upland lea : 

And life, in rare and beautiful forms. 

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone. 

And is ssie, when the wrathful spirit of storms 

Has made the top of the wave his own : 

And when the sMp from his fury flies, 

Where the mjniad voices of ocean roar. 

When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies^ 

And demons are waiting the wreck on shore; 

Then far below in the peaceful sea. 

The purple mullet and goldfish rove. 

Where the waters murmur tranqmlly, 

Through the bending, twigs of the coral grove. 



CL0in>8. 



Yk clouds, who are the ornament of heaven, 
Who give to it its gayest shadowings. 
And its most awful glories ; ye who roll 
In Ihe dark tempest, or at dewy evening 
Hang low in tenderest beauty ; ye who, ever 
Changing your Protean aspects, now are gathered. 
Like fleecy piles, when the mid sun is brightest. 
Even in the height of heaven, and there repose. 
Solemnly calm, without a visible motion. 
Hour after hour, looking upon the earth 



T 
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With a serenest smile : or ye who rather, 

HeapM in those sulphury masses, heavily 

Jutting above their oases, like the smoke 

Poured from a furnace or a roused volcano, 

Stand on the dun horizon, threatening 

Lightning and storm ; vrho, lifted trtna the hills, 

March onward to the zenith, ever darkening. 

And heaving into more gigantic towers 

And mountainous piles of blackness ; who then roar 

"With the collected winds within your womb. 

Or the far uttered thunders ; who ascend 

Swifter and swifter, till wide overhead 

Your vanguards curl and toss upon the tempest 

Like the stirred ocean on a reef of xpcY^s 

Just topping o'er its waves, while deep below 

The pregnant mass of vapour and of flame 

RoUs with an awful pomp, and grimly lowers, 

Seeming to the strucK eye of fear the car ^ 

Of an ofifended spirit, whose swart features 

Glare throu^ the sooty darkness, fired with ven- I 

And ready with uplifted hand to smite [geance» f 

And scourge a guilty nation ; ye who lie, { 

After the storm is over, far away, I 

Crowning the drippling forests with the arch > 

Of beauty, such as lives alone in heaven, • ; 

Bright daughter of the sun, bending around i| 

From mountain unto mountain like the wreath 

Of victory, or like a banner teUing ] 

Of joy and gladness ; ye who round the moon j 

Assemble, when she sits in the mid sky * j 

In perfect brightness, and encircle her 

With a fair wreath of aU aerial dyes ; 

Ye who, thus hovering round her, shine like mount- 

Whose tops are never darkened, but remain, [aiiui 

Centuries and countless ages, reared for temples 

Of purity and light ; or ye who crowd \i 

To nail the newborn day, and hang for him, ^ \ 

Above his ocean coirch, a canopy | 

Of all inimitable hues and colours. 
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Such as are only pencilled by the hands 

Of the unseen ministers of earth and air, 

Seen only in the tinting of the clouds, 

And the soft shadowing of plumes and flowers ; 

Or ye who, following in lus funeral train. 

Light up ypur torches at his sepulchre, 

And open on us through the clefted hills 

Far glances into ghttering worlds beyond 

The twilight of the grave, where aXL is light, 

Crolden and glorious light, too full and high 

For mortal eye to gaze on, stretching out 

Brighter and ever brighter, till it spread. 

Like one wide radiant ocean without bounds, 

One infinite sea of glory : Thus, ye clouds. 

And in innumerable other shapes 

Of greatness or of beauty, ye attend us, 

To give to the wide arch above us Life 

And all its changes. Thus it is to us 

A volume full of wisdom, but, without ye 

One awful uniformity had ever. 

With too severe a majesty, oppressed us. 



Jamks Wallis Eastburn. 

STKNING ON NARRAGANSIT BAT*. 

The sun is sinking from the sky 
In calm and clou(uess majesty ; 
And cooler hours, with gentle sway, 
Succeed the fiery heat of day. 

* This and the sacceeding specimens of Eastbom's poetrf 
are taken from the narrative poem of Yamojrden, written jointly 
l^ turn and Sands. The different portions of that work have 
nerer been assigned to the respectiye authors, and the merit of 
these extracts must therefore be shared between them, except 
perhaps, in the case of the " Son? of an Indian Mother," which 
we have somewhere seen claimed as the sole property of Sai^ 
bQm. 
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Forest, and shore, and rippling tide. 
Confess the evening's. influence wide, 
Seen loveher in that fading light. 
That heralds the approaclung night ; 
That magic colouring nature throws. 
To deck her beautiful repose ; 
When, floating on the breeze of even. 
Long clouds of purple streak the heaven^ 
With brighter tints of glory blending, 
And dsu^er hues of night descending. 
While hastening to its shad^r rest 
Each weary songster seeks its nest,. 
Chanting a last,, a farewell lay. 
As gloomier falls the parting day^ 

Broad Narra^nset's bosom blue 
Has shone with every varying hue ; 
The mystic alchymy of even 
Its rich delusions aU has givea 
The silvery sheet unbounded spread,^ 
First melting from the waters fled ; 
Next the wide path of beaten gold 
Flashing with nery sparkles roll'd ; 
As all its gorgeous glories died, 
An amber tinge blushed o'er the tide ;' 
Faint and more faiat, as more remote,^ 
The lessening ripples peaceful float ; 
And now, one ruby line alone 
Trembles, is paler, and is gone; 
And from the blue wave fe^es away 
The last life-tint of dying day ! 
In darkness veil'd, was seen no more 
Connanicut's extended shore ; 
Each httle isle with bosom green. 
Descending mists impervious screen ;; 
One gloomy shade o'er all the woods 
Of forest-fringed Aquetaiet broods ; 
Where solemn oak was seen before 
Beside the rival sycamore^ 



i 
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Or pine and cedar lined the heijsbt. 
All in one livery bro^n were d^^ 

But lo ! with orb serene on high, 

The round moon chmbe the eastern sky ; 

The stars all qoench their feeUer ra3rs 

Before her uniyersal blaze. 

Round moon ! how sweetly dost thou 

Above that green reposing isle ; 

Soft cradled in the illumined bay. 

Where from its banks the diadows seem 

Melting in filmy light away. 

Far does thy temper'd lustre stream. 

Checkering the tufted groves on high. 

While glens in gloom beneath them lior 

Oft sheeted with the ghostly beam, 

Mid the thick forest's mass of shade, 

The shingled roof is gleaming white. 

Where labour, in the cultured giade. 

Has all the wild a garden made. 

And there with silvery tassels bii^ 

The serried maize is waving slow. 

While fitful shadows c(Mne and g(^ 

Swift o'er its undulating seas, 

As gently l»eathes the evening breeze^ 

Solemn it is, m green woods de^ 
That magic hg^ o'er nature's ri^p ; 
Where in long ranks the pillars gray 
Aloft their mmf^ng structures bear- 
Mingling, in gloom or tracery fair, 
Where find the unbroken beams their way-^ 
Or Um)ugh close trellis flickering ^ray. 
While sheeny leaflets here and uiere 
Flutter, with momentanr glow. 
Tis wajTward Hfe revesa'd below. 
With checker'd gleams of joy and wo ! 
And those pure realms above that slmie^ 
So chaste, so vivid, so divine. 
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Are the sole tj/pe that heaven has shown 
Of those more lorely reahns, its own ! 

There is no sound amid the trees, 
Save the Mai brush of rustling breeze ; 
Save insect sentinels, that stiU 
Prolong their constant larum shrill, 
And answer aU, from tree to tree, 
With (me monotonous revelry. 



SOMO or AN INDIAN MOTHIK. 

** Sleep, child of my love ! be thy slumber as light 

As the redbird's diat nestles secure on the spray } 
Be the visions that visit thee fairy and bright 

As the dewdrops that sparkle around with the ray! 
Oh, soft flows the breath from thine innocent breast ; 
. In the wild wood, aAeep cradles in roses thy head ; 
But her who protects ihee, a wanderer unblessM, 
He forsakes, or surromids with his phantoms of 
dread. 
I fear for thy father! why 8ta3r8 he so long 
On the shores ifdiere the wife of the giant was 
thrown, 
And the sailor oft Mnger'd to hewtken her song, 

So sad o'er the wave, ere abs hardened to stone. 
He skims the htue tide in -his birchen canoe, 
Where the foe in the moonbeams his path may 
descry ; 
The ball to its scope may speed rapid and true. 

And lost in the wave be thy father's death cry ! 
The POWER that is round us, whose presence is near, 

In the ffloom and the solitude felt by the soul. 
Protect that frail bark in its lonely career. 
And shield thee when roughly life's billows shall 
folL'* 
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And on this night, whose paxt^^ 
ShaU see the avengers Wt^^"^.^^^®®' 
And bring relentless fury, fr?^S^i^„„w 
With maiy an insult's goading thought, 

The outlaw Sachem sieP^^ ,„ , 
The while his scanty band af^^; , 
Low in the swamp's unequal grouna. 

Their mournful vigils ^?Pj\,«^-v ^^ 

Tall trees o'erthrown their l>;dwa^made, 

Whfle rude, luxuriant vmes o erspreaa, 
Conceal'd their lurking-place ; 

There, now to feeble n^DJ^^^.^^^ 
^ In strength o'erspent, m hope forlorn, 

SruS^mbling for the coming mom. 
The Wampanoag race. 

Mothers and widows sad were then 

Hidden within that gloomy tea ; 

Left for a space by war, to mourn 

Each sacred bond asunder torn. 

Perchance they thought of many a scene 

Departed, to return no more ; 

How, when the hunter's toil was o er. 

And dress'd his frugal meal had been, 

His children chister'd roimd his knee, 

To hear the tales of former days. 

And learn what men should strive to ner 

While listening to the warrior's praise : 

And she, thrice happy parent! sate, 

Well pleased, beside her honour'd mate ; 

What time gray eve its welcome hue 

O'er disj;ant hills and forests threw : 

Nor idle then, with dexterOfUs hand. 

She wroucht the glittering, wampum band; 

Or loved the silken grass to braid ; 

Or through the deerskin, smooth and strongV 

Weaving the many-coiour'd thong. 

Her hunter's comely sandals made. 
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This they recallM; and marvell'd they, 
When bouifteous earth is wide and free, 
Why man, whose life is for a day, 
So much in love with wo should be ! 

He slept, yet not the spirit slept ; 

Her fevensh vigil memory kept ; 

In motley visions on her eye. 

The phantom host of dreams pass'd by. 

Tradition, meet for vulgar faim. 

Has told of threats of coming skaith, 

Spoke by the Evil One, who came. 

This eve, his destined prey to claim. 

In form, as when at noon of night. 

He met him on the mountain's height ; 

O^er the gray rock the fiend outspread 

His sable pinions as he fled. 

And, ere tne sounding air he cleft, , 

His foot gigantic impress left. 

Such superstition's idle tale — 

But let the minstrers lore prevaU. 

He saw the world of souls ; and there 
Brave men and beauteous women were : 
Fair forms to chiefs of godlike mien. 
Reposing in their arbours ffreen, 
Sum>lied the spicy bowls they quaff'd. 
And round them danced, and joyous laugh'd; 
While aye the warriors smil^ to see 
Those lovely creatures in their glee ; 
And pledged them in the sparkling cup ; 
Or breathed their fragrant incense up ; 
Grateful and pure, twas seen to flow 
From calumets like stainless snow. 
. Apart reclined in kingly state, 
Tne ancient Massasoiet sate. 
And earnest with Uncompeon old. 
Speech grave, but pleasant, seem'd to hold ; 
Uncojf^poen, slain in recent fig[ht, 
Contending for his nephew's right. 
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Just flrom the woods, like hunter dight. 
The ipillant Ouamsutta came ;* 
Bearing behind his plenteous game, 
In order moved the warrior's train ; 
Joyous his bearing was, and free, 
As if fatigue, and wounds, and pain, 
In that blessed world could never be ; 
His buskins trapped with glittering gold« 
His floating mantle's ffraceful fold 

Clasped with a sparkling gem ; 
Dazzlinff his cincture's radiance gleiuuM, 
Woven from the heavenly bow it seemM, 
And like the sun-rays danced and stream'd 

His feathery diadem. 
A spear with silver tipp'd he bore ; 
The gayly-tinklinff rings before, 

The quiver rattSng on his back, 
* His buoyant fra^le and kindling eye, 
The thrilling pulse of tram^rt high, 

The sense of powejr and pleasure spake. 
And one and all the Sachem knew, 
When near their blissM bower he drew ; 
And clapp'd their hands with joy to see 
The hero join their company. 
And strains of softest music round, 
From ^t^s and tabors, with the sound 
Oit voices, sweet as sweetest bird, 
To greet ^e entering guest were heard. 
" Welcome," they sung, " thy toils are done, 
Thy battleB fougnt, thy rest is won ; 
And welcome to the world thou art. 
Where Idndred sotds shall never part ; 
Honour on earth shall valour have. 
And joy with us attends the brave.^ 

That ravishinff dream was rapt away, 
Vsmish'd the forms, the music died ; 
And changeftd fancy's wayward sway 
Visions of darker hue supplied. 
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O'er frozen plains he seemM to go, 
Mid driving sleet and blinding snow, 
llien Assawomsett's lake he knew, 
And dim descried, the tempest through, 
Apostate Sausaman arise ; 
Stiff were his gory locks with ice, 

And manffled was his form ; 
)t tower'd adofi; to giant size ; 
Fierce shone the fury of his eyes, 

iiike lightning through the storm. 
He cried, " My spirit hath no home ! 
A weary, wandering ghost I roam. 
This night the avengers lift the blade. 
And my foul murder shall be paid !'' 



John Pierpont. 



TBI POWKR OF MU8I0. 



Hbar yon poetic pilgrim* of the West 
Chant Music's praise, and to her power attest ; 
Who now, in Florida's untrodden woods. 
Bedecks, with vines of jessamine, her floods. 
And flowery bridges o'er them loosely throws 
Who hangs the canvass where Atala glows. 
On the live oak, in floating drapery shrouded, 
'That like a mountain rises, lightly clouded : 
Who, for the son of Outalissi, twines 
Beneath the shade of ever^whispenng pines 
A funeral wreath, to bloom upon the moss 
That Time already sprinkles on the cross 
Raised o'er the grave where his young virgin sleeps. 
And Superstition o'er her victim weeps ; 
Whom now the silence of the dead surrouflds, 
Among Scioto's monumental mounds ; 

• Cbat^ubriand. 
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Save that, at times, the musiiig pflfsiin kean 
A crumbling oak fall with the wei&t of yean, 
To swell the mass that Time and Kiiin t^w 
O'er chalky bones that mouldering lie below. 
By virtues unembalm'd, unstained by crimes, 
Lost in those towering tombs of other times ; 
For, where no bard h^ chmshed Virtue's flame, 
No a&lhes sleep in the warm sun of Fame. 
With sacred lore this travell^ beguiles 
His weary way, while o'er him Fancy smiles. 
Whether he kneels in veneraUe groves, 
Or through the wide and gveen savanna roves. 
His heart leaps lightly on eadi breeze, that bears 
The faintest breaSi of Idum6a's airs. . 

Now he recalls the lamentable wail 
That pierced the shades of Rama's palmy vale, 
When Mmrder struck, throned on an infant's bier, 
A note for Satan's and for Herod's ear. 
Now on a bank, o'erhung with waving wood. 
Whose falling leaves flit o'er Ohio's flood. 
The pilgrim stands; and o'er his memoiy rushes 
The mingled tide of tears and blood, that gushes 
Along the valleys where his diildhood stray'd. 
And round the tenmies where lus fathers pray'd. 
How fondly then, Kom aH bat Hope exilecU 
To Zion's wo recurs R^^ion's child ! 
He sees the tear of Judah's eapUve daughters 
Mingle, in siknt flow, with Babel's waters ; 
WhOe Salem's harp, by patriot pride unstrung, 
Wrapp'd in the mist that o'er the river hung, 
Felt but the breeze that wanton'd o'er the billow, 
And the long, sweeping fingers of the wiHow. 

And could not Vxane sooth the captive's wo t 
But should that luirp be strung for Judah% loe! 

While thus the enthusiast roams along the streanii 
Balanced between a rever}( and a dream. 
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Backward he springs ; and, throngfa his bounding 

. heart, 
The cold and cuidUng poison seemM to dart. 
For, in the leaves, beneath a quivering brake, 
Spinninff his death-note, lies a coiling snake. 
Just in me act, with greei^ venom'd fan^s. 
To strike the foot that heeoless oVr him hsings. 
Bloated with rage, oh spiral folds he rides ; 
His rough scales shiver <m his 6n;Hreai^ting sides ; 
Dusky and dun his glossy neck becomes. 
And freezing poisons thicken on his gums ; 
His parch'd and hissing throat breathes hot and dry ; 
A spark of hell lies burning on his eye : 
While, like a vapour, o'er ms writhing rin^. 
Whirls his light tail, that threatens while it sings. 

Soon as dumb Fear removes her icy fingers 
From off the heart, where gazii^ wonder lingers, 
The pilgrim, shrinldng from a doubtful fight. 
Aware of danger, too, in sodden flig&t, 
From his soft flute throws Music's air around, 
And meets his foe upon enchanted ground. 
See ! as the plaintive mdody ifi fiung. 
The lightning fiask fades on the serpent's tongue ; 
The uncoiling reptile o'er each shining fold 
Throws chai^efm clouds of azure, green, and gold; 
A softer lustre twinkles in his eye ; 
His neck is bumish'd with a glossier dye ; 
His slippery seizes grow smoother to the sight, 
And his relaxing cii^es refl m H^. 
Slowly the charm retires : with waving sides. 
Along its track the graceful listener gMes ; 
While Music throws her silver cloud around, 
And bears her votary off in magic folds of sound* 
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FOft A OILKBKATIOV OF TBS MAMAOinriVTTt KIOH^inOf' 
CHABITABLK ASSOCUTIOM. 

Loud o'er thy sayage child. 

Oh God, this night-wind roar'd, 
As, houseless, in the wild 
- He bow'd hliQ and adored. 
Thou saw'st Ipjm there, 
As to the sl^ 
He raised his eye 
.^ In fear and prayer, 

Tlime inspiration came ! 

And« grateful for thine aid, 
An altar to thy name 
Jle built beneath the shade, 
Xhe limbs of larch 
ThgiJ; darken'd round, 
He bent and bound 
In ma^y an arch ; 

Till in a sybran fane 

Went up the voice of prayer, 
And music's dmple strain 
Arose in worship there. 
The arching boughs, 
The roof of leaves 
That summer weaves, 
O'erheasd bis vows. 

Then beam'd a brighter day ; 

And Salem's holy height 
And Greece in glory lay 
Beneath the kindling Ught. 
Thy temple rose 
On Salem's hill, 
-^ While Grecian skill 

Adom'd thy foes. 
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Along tkose lockf shofes, 
Along those olive plains, 
Where pilgrim Gemns pores 
O'er Art's sublime remains, 
Long colonnades 
Of snowy white 
Look'd forth in light 
Thronigh classic shades. 

Forth from the quarry stone 

The marble goddess sprung; 
And, loosely round her thrown, 
Her maible yesture hung ; 
And forth from cold 
And sunless mines 
• ^ Came silver shrines 
And gods of gold. 

The Star of Bethlehem bum'd ! 

And, where the Stoic trod, 
The altar was o'crtum'd, 
Raised " to an unknown Cfod." 
And now there are . 

No idol fanes 
' 6n all the plains 
Beneath that star. 

To honour thee, dread Power ! 

Our strengUi and skill combine ; 
And temjde, tomb, and tower 
Attest these gifts divine. 
A swelling dome 
For pride they ffQd, 
For peace they ouSd 
An humbler home. 

By these our fathers' host 

Was led to victory first, 
When on our guardless coast 

The cloud of battle burst, 
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Through stonn and spray, 
By &ese controU'd, 
Our navies hold 

Their thundering way. 

Great Source of every art! 

Our homes^ our pictured halls. 
Our throng'd and busy mart, 
That li& its granite walls, 
And shoots to heaven 
Its glittering spires, 
To catch the fires 
Of mom and even ; 

Tliese, and the breathing forms 

The brush or chisel gives, 
With this wheii marble warms, 
With that when canvass lives ; 
These all combine 
In countless ways 
To swell thy praise, 
for all are thine. 



THS SZILS AT BKST. 

Hts falchion flash'd along the Nile ; 

His hosts he led through Alpine snows ; 
O'er Moscow's towers, that shook the while. 

His eagle flslg unroll'd — and froze. - 

Here sleeps he now alone : not one 
Of all the kings whose crowns he gave, 

Nor sire, nor brother, wife, nor son. 
Hath ever seen or sought his grave. 

Here sleeps he now alone : the star 
That led him on from crown to crown 

Hath sunk ; the nations from afar 
Gazed as it faded and went down. 
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He sleeps alone : the mountain cloud 
That night hangs round him, and the breath 

Of morning scatters, is the shroud 
T^hat wraps his martial form in death. 

High is his couch: the ocean flood 

Far, far below by storma is ourFd, 
As round him heaved, while high he stoodf 

A stormy and inconstant world. 

Hark ! Comes there from the Pyraniids, 
And from Siberia's wastes of snow. 

And Europe's fields, a Yoice that bids 
The world he aWed to mourn him t No : 

The only, tiie perpetual dirge 
That's heard there is the seabird's cry. 

The mournful murmur of the surge, 
The cloud's deep yoice, the wkid's low sig^. 



*aAi 



HBft CH08SN SPOT. 

While yet she Hved, she walk'd afohe 
Among these shades. A voice divine 

Whisper'd, " This spot shall be thine own ; 
Here shall thy wasting form recline, 
Beneath the shadow of Qiis piiie.'^ 

" Thy will be done !" the sufferer said. 

This spot was hallow'd from that hour ; 
And, in her eyes, the evening's shade 
And morning's dew this green spot made 

More lovely than her brictal bower. 

By t^e pale moon— herself more pale 
And spirit-like — ^the'se walks she trod ; 

Andi wmle no voice^ from swell or vale. 
Was heaard, eAie knelt upon this sod 
And gave her spirit back to Ck>d. 
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That spirit, witli a& angePs "Winp, 
Wmit tip from the young motaer^ bedr 

So, heavenward, soars the lark and sings ; 

She's lost to earth and earthly things ; 
But *' weep not, for she is not de£d. 

She sleepeth V^ Yea, she sleepeth here. 
The first that in these grounds hath slept. 

This grave, first watered with the tear 
That child or widow'd man hath wept. 
Shall be by heavenly w^Uchmen kept. 

The babe that lay on her Cold breast— 
A rosebud dropp'd on drifted snow- 
Its young hand in OH fs^her's preas'd, 
Shadl leant that she, who first caressed 
Its infant eheek, now sleeps below. 

And often shall he come alone. 

When not a sound but evening's sigh 
Is heard, and, bowing by the stone 
That bears his mother's name, with none 
But God and guardian angels nigh« 

Shan say, ^ This was mtr mother^s choice 
For her own grave : oh, be it mine ! 

Even now, metmnks, I hear her roice 
Galling me hence, in the divine 
And mournful whisper of this pine." 
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Two hundred years ! two hundred years ! 

How mxKh oi human power and prid^i 
What i^orious bopes, wlkt gloemy fears, 

Have sunk beneath their nois^ess tide I 
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The red man at his horrid rite, 
Seen by the stars at night's cold nooa^ 

His baik canoe, its track of light 
Left on the wave beneath (he moon > 

His dance, his yell, his council-fire, 

The altar where his victim lay. 
His death-song, and his funeral pyre, 

That still, strong tide hath borne away^ 

And that pale Pilgrim band is gone. 
That on this shore with trembling trod/ 

Ready to faint, yet bearing on 
The ark of freedom and of God< 

And war — ^that since o'er ocean came^ 
And thunder'd loud from yonder hill, 

And Mrrapp'd its foot in sheets of flame^ 
To blast that ark— its storm is stilL 

Chief, sachem, sage, bards, heroes, seers/ 

That live in story and in song. 
Time, for the last two hundred years. 

Has raised, and shown, and swept along^ 

'TIS like a dream when one awakes, 

This vision of the scenes of old ; 
^Tis like the moon when morning breaksy 

'Tis like a tale roimd watchfires told. 

Then what are we 1 then what are we ? 

Yes, when two hundred years have roITd 
O'er our green graves, our names shall be 

A morning dream, a tale that's told. 

God of our fathers, in whose sight 
The thousand years that sweep away 

Man and the traces of his mi^t 
Are but the break and dose of day, 

a 
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Grant us that love of truth sublime. 
That love of goodness and of thee, 

That makes thy children, in all time, 
To share thine own eternity. 



George Hill. 



FBOM THE BUINd OP ATHENS. 



The daylight fades o^er old Cyllene's hill. 
And broad and dun the mountain shadows fall ; 
The stars are up and sparkling, as if still 
Smiling upon their altars ; but the tall 
Dark cypress, gently, as a mourner, bends — 
Wet with the drops of evening as with tears — 
Alike o^er shrine and worshipper, and blends. 
All dim and lonely, with the wrecks of years, 
As of a world gone by no coming morning cheers. 

There sits the queen of temples— gray and lone. 
She, like the last of an imperial line, 
Has seen her sister structures, one by one, 
To time their gods and worshippers resign ; 
And the stars twinkle through the weeds that twine 
Their roofless capitals ; and, through the night. 
Heard the hoarse drum and the exploding mine, 
The clash of arms and hymns of uncouth rite, 
From their dismantled shrines, the guardian powers 
affright. 

Go ! thou from whose forsaken heart are refl 
The ties of home ; and, where a dwelling-place 
Not Jove himself the elements have left, 
The grass-grown, undefined arena pace ! [hear 
Look on its rent, though tower-like shafts, and 
The loud winds thunder in their aged face ; 
Then slowly turn thine eye, where moulders near 
A Caesar^s Arch, and the blue depth of ^ace 
Vaults like a sepulchre the wrecks of a past race. 
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Is it not better with the Eremite, 

Where the weeds rustle o'er his airy cave, 

Perched on their summit, through the long still 

night 
To sit and watch their shadows slowly wave- 
While oft some fragment, sapp'd by dull decay, 
In thunder breaks the silence, and the fowl 
Of Ruin hoots — and turn in scorn away 
Of all man builds, time levels, and the cowl 
Guards her moping sage in common with the owlt 

Or, where the palm, at twilight's holy hour, 
By Theseus' Fane her lonely vigil keeps : 
Gone are her sisters of the leaf and flower. 
With them the living crop earth sows and reaps. 
But these revive not : the weed with them sleeps. 
But clothes herself in beauty from their clay. 
And leaves them to their slumber; o'er them 

weeps 
Vainly the Spring her quickening dews away. 
And Love as vainly mourns, and mourns, alas ! for 
aye. 

Or, more remote, on Nature's haunts intrude. 
Where, since creation, she has slept on flowers, 
Wet with the noonday forest-dew, and wooed 
By untamed choristers in unpruned bowers : 
By pathless thicket, rock that time-worn towers 
O'er dells untrodden by the hunter, piled 
Ere by its shadow measured were the hours 
To human eye, the rampart of the wild. 
Whose banner is the cloud, by carnage undefiled. 

The weary spirit that forsaken plods 
. The world's wide wilderness, a home may find 
Here, mid the dwellings of long banish'd gods 
And thoughts they bring, the mourners of the 
mind; 
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The spectres that no spell has power to bmd, 
The loved, but lost, whose soul's life is in ours, 
As incense in sepulchral urns, enshrined, 
The sense of blighted or of wasted powers. 
The hopes whose promised fruits have perishM with 
their flowers. 

There is a small low cape — there, where the moon 
Breaks o'er the shattered and now shapeless stone ; 
The waters, as a rude but fitting boon, [thrown 
Weeds and small shells have, like a garland. 
Upon it, and the wind's and wave's low moan, . 
And sighing grass, and cricket's plaint, are heard 
To steal upon the stillness, like a tone 
Remember'd. Here, by human foot unstirr'd, 
Its seed the thistle sheds, and builds the ocean-bird. 

Lurks the foul toad, the lizard basks secure 
"Within the sepulchre of him whose name 
Had scatter'd navies like the whirlwind. Sure, 
If aught ambition's fiery wing may tame, 
'Tis here ; the web the spider weaves where Fame 
Planted her proud but sunken shaft, should be 
To it a fetter, still it springs the same. 
Glory's fool- worshipper ! here bend thy knee ! 
The tomb thine altar-stone, thine idol Mockery : 

A small gray elf, all sprinkled o'er with dust 
Of crumbling catacomb, and mouldering shred 
Of banner and embroider'd pall, and rust 
Of arms, lime- worn monuments, that shed 
A canker'd gleam on dim escutcheons, where 
The groping antiquary pores to spy — 
A what ? a name — perchance ne'er graven there ; 
At whom the urchin with his mimic eye 
^ts peering through a scull, an4 laughs pontinoally. 
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THS MOUNTAIN «IRL« 



The clouds, that upward curling from 

Nevada's summit fly, 
Melt into air : gone are the showers, 
And, deckM, as 'twere with bridal flowers, 

Earth seems to wed the sky. 

All hearts are by the spirit that 

Breathes in the sunshine stirr'd ; 
And there's a girl that, up and down, 
A merry vagrant, through the town 
Goes singing like a bird. 

A thing all lightness, life, and glee ; 

One of the shapes we seem 
To meet in visions of the night ; 
And, should they greet our waking sight, 

Imagine that we dream. ' 

With fflossy ringlet, brow that is 

As falling snow-flake while, 
Half hidden by its jetty braid. 
And eye like dewdrop in the shade, 

At once both dark and bright : 

And cheek whereon the sunny clime 

Its brown tint gently throws, 
Gently, as it reluctant were 
To leave its print on thing so fair — 

A shadow on a rose. 

She stops, looks up — ^what does she see t 

A flower of crimson dye. 
Whose vase, the work of Moorish handii 
A lady sprinkles, as it stands 

Upon a balcony : 

Q2 
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High, leaning from a window forth, 

From curtains thi^ half shroud 
Her maiden form, with tress of gold, 
And brow that ihocks their snow-white fold, 
liike Pian from a cloud. 

Jlor flower, nor lady fair she sees — 

That mountain girl — but dumb 
And motionless she stands, with eye 
That seems communing with the sky : 

Her visions are of home. * 

That flower to her is as a tone 

Of some forgotten song, 
One of a slumbering thousand, struck 
From an old harp^string ; but, once woke, 

It brings the rest along. 

She sees beside the mountain brook, 

Beneath the old cork-tree 
And toppling crag, a vine-thatch'd shed, 
PerchM, Uke the eagle, high overhead, 

The home of liberty ; 

The rivulet, the olive shade, 

The grassy plot, the flock ; 
Nor does her simple thought forget, 
Haply, the little violet, 

That springs beneath the rock. 

Sister and mate, they may not from 

Her dreaming eye depart ; 
And one, the source of gentler fears, 
More dear than all, for whom she weaiB 

The token at her heart. 

And henee her eye is dim, her cheek 

Has lost its liveher glow ; 
Her song has ceased, and motionless 
Bhe stands, an image of distress : 

Strange what a flower can do I 
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THC LOST PLSUD. 

There were Seven Sisters, and each wore 
A starry crown, as, hand in hand, 

By Hesper woke, they led the hours — 
The minstrels of his virgin band. 

And Love would come at eve, as they 
Were met their vesper hynm to sing, 

And linger till it ceased, with eye 
Of raptured gaze and folded wing. 

For ne'er on earth, in air, were heard 
More thrilling tones than, to the lyre 

Of Heaven timed, rose nightly from 
The lips of that young virgin choir. 

But they were coy, or seeming coy, 
Those minstrels of the twilight hour ; 

Nuns of the sky, as cold and shy, 
As blossoms of the woodland bower. 

'Twas eve, and Hesper came to wake 
His starry troop, but wept — for one, 

The brightest, fairest of the group, 
Where all were bright and fair, was gone. 

They found ^thin her bower the harp 
To which was tuned her vesper-hymn, 

The star-gems of her coronet. 
And one was with a teardrop dim. 

They told how Love had at the gate 
Of twilight lingered, long before 

The daylight set ; but he was flown, 
And she, the lost one, seen no more. 
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AVTUHN NOON. 

Aum was so stiU that I could almost count 

The tinklings of the falling leaves. At times, 

Perchance, a nut was heaM to drop, and then — 

As if it had sHpp^d from him as he struck 

The meat — a squirrePs short and fretful bark. 

Anon, a troop of noisy, roving jays. 

Whisking their gaudy topknots, would surprise 

And seize upon the top of some tall tree, 

Shrieking, as if on purpose to enjoy 

The consternation of the noontide stillness. 

Roused by the din, the squirrel from his hole, 

Like some grave justice bent to keep the peace, 

Thrust his gray pate, much wondering what it meant. 

And squatted near me on a stone, there baskM 

A fly of lai^er breed and o'ergrown bulk. 

In the warm sunshine, vain of his green coat 

Of variable velvet laced with gold, 

That, ever and anon, would whisk about. 

Vexing the stilhiess with his buzzing din, 

As human fopling will do with his talk : 

And o'er the mossy post of an old fence. 

Lured from its crannies by the warmth, was spied 

A swarm of gay motes waltzing to a tune 

Of their own humming : quiet sounds, that serve 

More deeply to impress us with a sense 

Of silent loneliness and trackless ways. 



Geobob W. Doanb. 

THBRMOPTLiB. 

'TwAs an hour of fearful issues, 
When the bold three hundred stood, 

For their love of holy freedom, 
By that old Thessalian flood ; 
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When, lifting high each sword of flame, 
They call'd on ev'ry saered name, 
And swore, beside those dashing waves, 
They never, never would be slaves ! 

And oh ! that oath was nobly kept, 

From morn to setting sun, 
Did desperation urge the fight 
. Which valour had begun ; 
Till, torrent-like, the stream of blood 
Ran down and mingled with the flood, 
And all, from mouutain clifl* to wave, 
Was Freedom's, Valour's, Glory's grave. 

Oh, yes, that oath was nobly kept. 

Which nobly had been sworn, 
And proudly did each gallant heart 

The foe man's fetters spurn ; 
And^rmly was the fight maintained. 
And amply was the triumph gain'd ; 
They fought, fair Liberty, for thee ; 
They fell — to die is to bb fbbe. 



THB WATERS OF MABIH. 

'* And Moses cried unto the Lord, and the Lord showed 
him a tree, which, when he bad cast into the waters, the waters 
were made sweet.'* 

Br Marah's stream of bitterness. 

When Moses stood and cried, 
Jehovah heard his fervent pray'r. 

And instant help supplied : 
The Prophet sought the precious tree 

With prompt, obedient feet ; 
Twas cast into the fount, and made 

The bitter waters sweet. 
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Whene'er affliction o'er thee sheds 

Its influence malign, 
Then, suff'rer, be the Prophet's pray'r, 

And prompt obedience, thine : 
Tis but a Marah's fount, ordain'd 

Thy faith in God to prove, 
And pray'r and resignation shall 

Its bitterness remove 



Ltdia Huntlet Sigournbt. 

INDIAN NAMB8. 

'* How can the red men he forgotten, while so many of oar 
•titet and territories, bays, lakes, and rivers, are indelibly stamp- 
ed by names of their givmg?** 

Ye say they all have pass'd away, 

That noble race and brave. 
That their light canoes have vanish'd 

From off the crested wave. 
That, mid the forests where they roam'd, 

There rings no hunter's shout ; 
But their name is on your waters. 

Ye may not wash it out. 

Tis where Ontario's billow 

Like ocean's surge is curl'd. 
Where strong Niagara's thunders wake 

The echo of the world. 
Where red Missouri bringeth 

Rich tribute from the west, 
And Rappahannock sweetly sleeps 

On green Virginia's breast. 

Ye say their conelike cabins. 

That cluster'd o'er the vale, 
Have disappear'd, as wither'd leaves 

Before the autumn's gale ; 
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But their memory liveth on your hills, 

Their baptism on your shore, 
Your everlasting rivers speak 

Their dialect of yore. 

Old Massachusetts wears it 

Within her lordly crown, 
And broad Ohio bears it 

Amid his young renown. 
Connecticut hath wreath'd it 

Where her quiet foliage waves. 
And bold Kentucky breathes it hoarse 

Through all her ancient caves. 

W^achusett hides its linge^ng voice 

Within his rocky heart, 
And Alleghany graves its tone 

Throughout his lofty chart. 
Monadnock, on his forehead hoar, 

Doth seal the sacred trust, 
Your mountains build their monument, 

Though ye destroy their dust. 



CONTENTHBNT. 

Think'st thou the steed that restless roves 
O'er rocks and mountains, fields and groves, 

With wild, unbridled bound, 
Finds fresher pasture than the bee. 
On thymy bank or vernal tree. 
Intent to store her industry 

Within her waxen round 1 

Think'st thou the fountain forced to turn 
Through marble vase or sculptured urn, ^ 

Affords a sweeter draught 
Than that which, in its native sphere. 
Perennial, undisturbM and clear, 
Flows, the lone traveller's thirst to cheer, 

And wake his grateful thought 1 
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Think^st thou the man whose mansions hold 
The worldling^s pomp and miser's gold, 

Obtains a richer prize 
Than he who, in his cot at rest, 
Finds heavenly peace, a wilUng guest, 
And bears the promise in his breast 

Of treasure in the skies ? 



THB WB8TEBN BnGBAITt. 

An ax rang sharply mid those forest shades 
Which from creation towards the skies had tower'd 
In unshorn beauty. There, with vigorous arm, 
Wrought a bold emigrant, and by his side 
His little son, with question and response. 
Beguiled the toil. 

" Boy, thou hast never seen 
Such glorious trees. Hark, when their giant trunks 
Fall, how the firm earth groans. Rememberest thou 
The mighty river, on whose breast we sail'd, 
So many days, on towards the setting sun 1 
Our own Connecticut, compared to that, 
Was but a creeping stream." 

" Father, the brook 
That by our door went singing, where I launched 
My tiny boat, with my young playmates round 
When school was o'er, is dearer far to me 
Than all these bold, broad waters. To my eye 
They are as strangers. And those little trees 
My mother nurtured in the garden bound 
Of our first home, from whence the fragrant peach 
Hung iu its ripening gold, were fairer, sure, 
Than this dark forest, shutting out theMay." 
"What, ho ! my Uttle girl," and with light step 
A fairy creature hasted towards her sire. 
And, setting down the basket t^at contain VI 
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His noon repast, looked upward to his face 
With sweet, confiduig snule. 

" See, dearest, see. 
That bright-wing'd paroquet, and hear the song 
Of yon gay redbird, echoing through the trees, 
Making rich music. Didst thou ever hear, 
In far New-England, such a mellow tone 1" 
*' I had a robin that did take the cnimbs 
Each night and morning, and his chirping voice 
Did make me joyful as I went to tend 
My snowdrops. I was always laughing then 
In that first home. I should be happier now, 
Methinks, if I could find among these dells 
The same fresh violets." 

Slow night drew on, 
And round the rude hut of the emigrant 
The wrathful spirit of the rising storm 
Spake bitter things. His weary children slept, 
And he, with head declined, sat listening long 
To the swoln waters of the Illinois, 
Dashing against their shores. 

Starting, he spake : 
" Wife ! did I see thee brush away a tear! 
'Twas even so. Thy heart was with the halls 
Of thy nativity. Their sparkling lights, 
Carpets, and sofas, and admiring guests. 
Befit thee better than these rugged walls 
Of shapeless logs, and this lone, hermit home." 
" No, no. All was so still around, methought 
Upon mine ear that echoed hymn did steal. 
Which, mid the church where erst we paid our vows, 
So tuneful pealM. But tenderly thy voice 
Dissolved the illusion." 

And the gentle smile 
Lightinff her brow, the fond caress that soothed 
Her waking infant, reassured his soul 
That, wfaeresoe'er our best affections dwell, 

R 
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And strike a healthful root, is happiness. 
Content and placid to his rest he sank ; 
But dreams, those wild magicians, that do play 
Such pranks when reason slumbers, tireless wrought ^ 
Their will with him. 

Up rose the thronging mart 
Of his own native city ; roof and spire, 
-AH glittering bright, in fancy's frostwork ray. 
The steed his boyhood nurtured proudly neigh'd ; 
The favourite dog came frisking round his feet, 
"With shrill and joyous bark ; familiar doors 
Flew open ; greeting hands with his were link'd 
In friendship's grasp ; he heard the keen debate 
From congregated haunts, where mind with mind 
Doth blend and brighten ; and till morning roved 
Mid the loved scenery of his native land. 



THE WIDOW^S CHARGE AT HER tJAtJGHTER'fl BRIDAL. 

Deal gently, thou, whose hand has won 

The young bird from the nest away, 
Where, careless 'neath a vernal sun, 

She gayly caroU'd day by day : 
The haunt is lone, the heart must grieve, 

From w^hence her timid wing doth soar, 
They pensive list, at hush of eve. 

Yet hear her gushing song no more. 

Deal gently with her : thou art dear 

Beyond what vestal lips have told. 
And like a lamb, from fountain clear, 

She turns confiding to the fold ; 
She round thy sweet, domestic bower 

The wreaths of changeless love shaU twi&e^ 
Watch for thy step at vesper hour. 

And Wend her holiest prayer. wiUi thine. 
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Deal gently, thou, when far away. 

Mid stranger scenes her foot shall rove, 
Nor let thy tender cares decay, 

The soul of woman lives in love ; 
And shouldst thou, wondenng, mark a tear 

Unconscious from her eyelid break, 
Be pitiful, and sooth the fear 

That man*s strong heart can ne'er partake. 

A mother yields her gem to thee, 

On thy true breast to sparkle rare ; 
She places 'neath thy household tree 

The idol of her fondest care ; 
And by thy trust to be forgiven. 

When judgment wakes in terror wild, 
By all thy treasured hopes of Heaven, 

Deal gently with the widow's child. 



Hannah F. Gould. 

THE PEBBLB AND THE ACORN. 

" I AM a pebble ! and yield to none !" 
Were the swelling words of a tiny stone ; 
** Nor time nor seasons can alter me ; 
I am abiding, while ages flee. 
The pelting hail and the drizzling rain 
Have tried to soften me, long, in vain ; 
And the tender dew has sought to melt, 
Or touch my heart, but it was not felt. 
There's none that can tell about my birth. 
For I'm as old as the big, round earth. 
The children pf men arise, and pass 
Out of the world like the blades of grass ; 
And many a foot on me has trod, 
That's gone from sight and under the sod ! 
I am a pebble ! but who art thou. 
Rattling along from the restless bough ?" 



196 HANNAH F. OOULD. 

The acorn was shocked at this rude salute, 
And lay for a moment abashed and mute ; 
She never before had been so near 
This gravelly ball, the inundane sphere ; 
And she felt for a time at a loss to know 
How to answer a thing so coarse and low. 
But to give reproof of a nobler sort ,j 

Than the angry look or the keen retort, 
At length she said, in a gentle tone, 
" Since it has happenM that I am thrown 
From the lighter element, where 1 grew, 
Down to another so hard and new, 
And beside a personage so august. 
Abased, I will cover my head with dust. 
And quickly retire from the sight of one 
Whom time, nor season, nor storm, nor sun, 
Nor the gentle dew, nor the grinding heel 
Has ever subdued, or made to feel !" 
And soon, in the earth, she sunk away 
From the comfortless spot where the pebble lay. 

But it was not long ere the soil was broke 
By the peering head of an infant oak ! 
And, as it arose and its branches spread, 
The pebble look'd up, and wondering said : J 

" A modest acorn ! never to tell ' 

What was enclosed in its simple shell ; 
That the pride of the forest was folded up 
In the narrow space of its little cup ! I 

And meekly to sink in the darksome earth, , 

Which proves that nothing could hide her worth ! 
And oh ! how many will tread on me, 
To come and admire the beautiful tree, 
Whose head is towering towards the sky, 
Above such a worthless thing as I ! 
Useless and vain, a cumberer here, 
I have been idling from year to year. 
But never, from this, shall a vaunting word 
From the humbled pebble again be heard, 
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Till something without me or within, 
Shall show the purpose for which I've been !" 
I'he pebble its vow could not forget, 
And it lies there wrapp'd in silence yet. 



THB WATERFALL. 

Ye mighty waters, that have join'd your forces, 
Soaring and dashing with this awful sound, 

Here are ye mingled ; but the distant sources 
Whence ye have issued, where shall they be 
found I 

Who may retrace the ways that ye have taken. 
Ye streams and drops ? who separate you all. 

And find the many places yeVe forsaken, 
To come and rush together down the fall? 

Through thousandj thousand paths have ye been 
roaming. 

In earth and air, who now each other urge 
To the last point ! and then, so madly foaming. 

Leap down at once from this stupendous verge. 

Some in the lowering cloud a while were centred, 
That in the stream beheld its sable face. 

And melted into tears, that, falling, entered 
With sister waters on the sudden race. 

Others, to light that beam'd upon the fountain, 
Have from the vitals of the rock been freed. 

In silver threads, that, shining down the mountain, 
Twined oflf among the verdure of the mead. 

And many a flower that bowM beside the riveY, 
In opening beauty, ere the dew was dried, 

Stirr'd by the breeze, has been an early giver 
Of her pure offering to the rolling tide. 

R2 
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Thus from the vems, through earth^s dark bosom 
pouring, 

Many have flow'd in tributary streams ; 
Some, in the bow that bent, the sun adoring, 

Have shone in colours borrowed from his beams. 

But He who holds the ocean in the hollow 
Of his strong hand can separate you all ! 

His searching eye the secret way will follow, 
Of every drop that hurries to the fall ! 

We are, like you, in mighty torrents mingled, 
And speeding downward to one common home ; 

Yet there's an eye that every drop hath singled, 
And mark'd the winding ways through which we 
come. 

Those who have here adored the Sun of heaven, 
And shown the world their brightness drawn from* 
him, 

Again before him, though their hues be seven. 
Shall blend their beauty, never to grow dim. 

We bless the promise, as we thus are tending 
Down to the tomb, that gives us hope to rise 

Before the Power to whom we now are bending, 
To stand his bow of glory in the skies ! 



i 
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THB DRBAM. 4 

I DREAMED, and 'twas a lovely, blessed dream, 

That I again my native hills had found. 
The mossy rocks, the valley, and the stream. 

That used to hold me captive to its sound. 

I was a child again : I roam'd anew 
About my early haunts, and saw the whole 

That fades, with waking memory, from the xiew \ 

Of this mysterious tMng we call the souL 
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A very child, again beside the brook, 

I made my puny hand a cup to dip 
Aipong the sparkling waters, where I took 

Its hollow full and brought it to my lip. 

And oh ! that cooling draught I still can taste, 
And feel it in the spirit and the flesh : 

Tis like a fount, that in the desert waste 
Leaps out, the weaiy pilgrim to refresh. 

The spice of other days was borne along. 
From shrub and forest, on the balmy breeze ; 

I heard my warbling wild-bird's tender song 
Come sweet and thrilling through the rustling 
trees. 

All was restored, as in the sunny day 
When I believed my httle rural ground 

The centre of the world, whose limits lay 
Just where the bright horizon hemmed it round. 

And she — ^who was my sister then, but now 
What she may be the pure immortals know, 

Who round the throne of the Eternal bow, 
And bathe in glory, veil'd from all below — 

Yes, she was there ; who, with her riper years, 
Once walk'd, the guardian of my infant feet ; 

Drew from my hand the thorn, wiped off my tears, 
And brought fresh flowers to deck our grassy 
seat. 

I saw her cheek with life's warm current flushed; 

Clung to the fingers that I used to hold ; 
Heard the loved voice that is for ever hushed, 

And felt the form that long ago was cold. 

All I have been and known, in all the years 
Since I was sporting in that cherished spot, 

My hopes, my joys, my wishes, and my tears. 
As only dreamings, were alike forgot. 
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Twas this that made my dream so blessed and 
bright, 

And me the careless thing that I was then : 
Yet, 'I'ime, I would not now reverse thy flight, 

And risk the running of my race again. 

The fairest joys that struck their roots in earth, 
I would not rear again to bloom and fade ! 

I've had them once in their ideal worth ; ' 
Their height Fve measured, and their substance 
weigh'd. 

Nor those who sleep in peace would I awake, 
To have their hearts with time's delusions fill'd; 

The seal that God has set I would not break. 
Nor call the voice to lips that he has still'd. 

And yet I love my dream : 'twas very sweet 
To be among my native hills again ; 

Where my light heart was borne by infant feet, 
The careless, blissful creature I was* then ! 

Whene'er I think of it, the warm tears roll, 
UncaU'd and unforbidden, down my cheek ; 

But not for joy or sorrow. Oh, my soul. 
Thy nature, power, or purpose, who can speak t 



4 



THE CHILD ON THE BBA.CB. 

Mary, a beautiful, artless child. 
Came down on the beach to me. 

Where I sat, and a pensive hour beguiled 
By watching the restless sea. 

^ ^?^5^ ^^ seen her face before. 
And mme was to her unknown ; 
ThT^?u^*^ rejoiced on that peaceful shore 
The other to meet alone. 
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Her cheek was the rose's opening bud, 

Her brow of an ivory white ; 
Her eyes were bright, as the stars that stud 

The sky of a cloudless night. 

To reach my side as she gayly sped, 

With the step of a bounding fawn, 
The pebbles scarce moved beneath her tread, 

Ere the little light foot was gune. 

With the love of a hoUer world than this, 

Her innocent heart seemed warm ; 
While the glad young spirit look'd out with bliss 

From its shrine in her sylph-like form. 

Her soul seem'd spreading the scene to span, 

That open'd before her view, 
And longmg for power to look the plan ^ 

Of the universe fairly through. 

She climbed and stood on the rocky steep. 
Like a bird that would mount and fly 

Far over the waves, where the broad, blue deep 
Rolled up to the bending sky. 

She placed her lips to the spiral shell. 

And breathed through every fold ; 
She look'd for the depth of its pearly cell, 

As a miser would look for gold. 

Her small white fingers were spread to toss 

The foam, as it reach'd the strand : 
She ran them along* in the purple moss. 

And over the sparkling sand. 

The green sea-egg, by its tenant left. 

And formed to an ocean cup. 
She held by its sides, of their spears bereft, 

To fill, as the waves rolPd up. 

But the hour went round, and she knew the space 

Her mother's soft word assign'd ; 
While she seem'd to look with a saddening face 

On all she must leave behind. 
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She search^ mid the pebbles, and finding one 
Smooth, clear, and of amber dye, 

She held it up to the morning sun, 
And over her own mild eye. . 

Then, " Here," said she, " I will give you this, 

That you may remember me !" 
And she seaUd her gift with a parting luss, 

And fled from beside the sea. 

Mary, thy token is by me yet. 

To me 'tis a dearer gem 
Than ever was brought from the mine, or set 

In the loftiest diadem. 

It carries me back to the far-off deep. 

And places me on the shore. 
Where the beauteous child, who bade me keep 

Her pebble, I meet once more. 

And all that is lovely, pure, and bright, 

In a soul that is young, and free 
From the stain of guile, and the deadly blight 

Of sorrow, I find in thee. 

I wonder if ever thy tender heart 

In memory meets me there. 
Where thy soft, quick sigh, as we h^ to part, 

Was caught by the ocean air. 

Blessed one ! over time's rude shore, on thee 

May an angel guard attend, 
And " a white stone bearing a new name,'^^ be 

Thy passport when time shall ej^d ! 



r 
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Prosper M. Wetmore. 

"twelve tears have flown." 

Twelve years have flown since last I sait 

My birthplace and my home of youth : 
How oft its scenes would memory draw, 

Her tints the pencillings of truth : 
Unto that spot 1 come once more, 

The dearest hfe hath ever known ; 
And still it wears the look it wore, 

Although twelve weary years have flown. 

Again upon the soil I stand 

Where first my infant footsteps stray'd ; 
Again 1 view my " father-land," 

And wander through its pleasant shade : 
I gaze upon the hills, the skies. 

The verdant banks with flowers o'ergrown, 
And while I look with glistening eyes. 

Almost forget twelve years are flown. 

Twelve years are flown ! those words are brief, 

Yet in their sound what fancies dwell ; 
The hours of bliss, the days of grief. 

The joys and woes remember'd well : 
The hopes that fill'd the youthful breast, 

Alas ! how many a one o'erthrown ! 
Deep thoughts, that long have been at rest. 

Wake at the words, twelve years have flown! 

The past ! the past ! a saddening thought, 

A withering spell is in the sound ! 
It comes with memories deeply fraught 

Of youthful pleasure's giddy round ; 
Of forms that roved life's sunniest bowers, 

The cherish'd few for ever gone : 
Of dreams that fill'd life's morning hours. 

Where are they now? Twelve years have 
flown !♦ 



• 
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A brief but eloquent reply ! 

Where are youth's hopes — life's morning 
Seek for the flowers that floated by [dream 1 

Upon the rushing mountain stream I 
Yet gems beneath that wave may sleep, 

IMli after years shall make them known : 
Thus golden thoughts the heart will keep, 

That perish not, though years have flown. 



William C. Bryant. 



THE FAST. 



Thou unrelenting Past ! 
Strong are the barriers round thy dark domain, 

And fetters, sure and fast, 
Hold all that' enter thy unbreathing reign. 

Far in thy realm withdrawn 
Old empires sit in sullenness and gloom. 

And glorious ages gone 
Lie deep within the shadow of thy womb« 

Childhood, with all its mirth, 
Youth, manhood, age, that draws us to the ground, 

And last, man's life on earth, 
Glide to thy dim dominions, and are bound. 

Thou hast my better years, 
Thou hast my earlier friends— the good— the kind. 

Yielded to thee with tears — 
The venerable form — the exalted mmd. 

My spirit yearns to bring 
The lost ones back : yearns with desire intense, 

And struggles hard to wring 
The bolts apart, and pluck thy captires thence. 



J 
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In vain : thy gates deny 
All passage save to those who hence depart ; 

NoF to the streaming eye 
Thou giv^st them back, nor to the broken heart. 

In thy abysses hide 
Beauty and excellence unknown : to thee 

Earth's wonder and her pride 
Are gathered, as the waters to the sea ; 

Labours of good to man, 
Unpublished charity, unbroken faith : 

Love, that midst grief be^an. 
And grew with years, and faltered not in death. 

Full many a mighty name 
Lurks in thy depths, unutter'd, unrevered ; 

With thee are silent fame, 
Forgotten arts, and wisdom disappeared. 

Thine for a space are they : 
Yet shalt thou yield thy treasures up at last ; 

Thy gates shall yet give way, 
Thy bolts shall fall, inexorable Past ! 

All that of good and fair 
Has gene into thy womb from earliest time. 

Shall then come forth, to wear 
The glory and the beauty of its prime. 

They have not perish'd — no ! 
Kind words, remembered voices once so sweety 

Smiles, radiant long ago. 
And features, the great souPs apparent seat. 

All shall come back ; each tie 
Of pure affection shall be knit again ; 

Alone shall Evil die. 
And Sorrow dwell a piisoner in thy reiffiDu 

S 
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And then shall I behold 
Him, by whose kind paterhal side I sprung, 

And her who, still and cold, 
Fills the next grave — ^the beautiful and young. 



THE PBAIRIBS. 

These are the gardens of the desert, these 
The unshorn fields, boundless and beautiful. 
For which th^ speech of England has no name— 
The Prairies. I behold them for the first, 
And my heart swells, while the dilated sight 
Takes in the encircling vastness. Lo! they stretch 
In airy undulations, far away. 
As if the ocean, in his gentlest swell, 
Stood still, with all his rounded billows fiix'd, 
And motionless for ever. ' Motionless 1 
No, they are all unchain'd again. The clouds 
Sweep over with their shadows, and, beneath, 
The surface rolls and fluctuates to the eye ; 
Dark hollows seem to glide along, and chase 
The sunny ridges. Breezes of the South ! 
Who toss the golden and the flame-like flowers. 
And pass the prairie-hawk, that, poised on high, 
Flaps his broad wings, yet moves not — ye have play'd ' 

Among the palms of Mexico and vines 
Of Texas, and have crispM the limpid brooka ' 

That from the fountains of Sonora glide #a 

Into the calm Pacific — have ye fann'd 
A nobler or a lovelier scene than this ? 
Man hath no part in all this glorious work : 
The hand that built the firmament hath heaved 
And smooth'd these verdant swells, and sown their 

slopes i 

With herbage, planted thetn with island groves, ' 

And hedged them round with forests. Fitting floor % 

For this magnificent temple of the sky — i 
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With flowers whose glory and whose multitude 
Rival the cbnstellations ! The great heavens 
Seem to stoop down upon the scene in love— 
A nearer vault, and of a tenderer blue, 
Than that which bends above the eastern hills. 
As o'er the verdant waste I guide my steed, 
Among the high, rank grass that sweeps his sides, 
The hollow beating of his footstep seems 
A sacrilegious sound. I think of those 
Upon whose rest he tramples.. Are they here— 
The dead of other days ? and did the dust 
Of these fair solitudes once stir with life 
And bum with passion ? Let the mighty mounds 
That overlook the rivers, or that rise 
In the dim forest, crowded with old oaks, 
Answer, A race, that long has pass'd away, 
Built them ; a discipUned and populous race 
Heap'd, with long toil, the earth, while yet the Greek 
Was hewing the Pentelicus to forms 
Of symmetry, and rearing on its rock 
The glittering Parthenon. These ample fields 
Nourish'd their harvests, here their herds were fed, 
When haply by their stalls the bison low'd, 
And bow'd his maned shoulder to the yoke. 
All day this desert murmur'd with their toils, 
Till twilight blush'd, and lovers walk'd, and wooed 
In a forgotten language, and old tunes. 
From instruments of unremember'd form, 
Gave the soft winds a voice. The red man came-^ 
The roaming hunter tribes, warlike and fierce. 
And the mound-builders vanish'd from the earth. 
The solitude of centuries untold 
Has settled where they dwelt. The prairie-wolf 
Hunts in their meadows, and his fresh-dug den 
Yawns by my path. The gopher mines the ground 
Where stood their swarming cities. All is gone^ 
All — save the piles of earth that hold their bones — 
The platforms where they worshipped unknown 
gods — 
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The barriers which they builded from the soil 
To keep the foe at bay — till o'er the walls 
The wild beleaguerers broke, and, one by one, 
The strongholds of the plain were forced, and heap'd 
With corpses. The brown vultures of the wood 
Flock'd to those vast uncover'd sepulchres, 
And sat, unscared and silent, at their feast. 
Haply some solitary fugitive. 
Lurking in marsh and forest, till the sense 
Of desolation and of fear became 
Bitterer than death, yielded himself to die. 
Man's better nature triumphed. Kindly words 
Welcomed and sooth'd him ; the rude conquerors 
Seated the captive with their chiefs ; he choee 
A bride among their maidens, and at length 
Seem'd to forget — yet ne'er forgot— the wife 
Of his first love, and her sweet little ones 
Butcher'd, amid their shrieks, with all his race. 

Thus change the forms of being. Thus arise 
Races of living things, glorious in strength. 
And perish, as the quickening breath of God 
Fills them, or is withdrawn. The red man, too, 
Has left the blooming wilds he ranged so long, 
And, nearer to the Rocky Mountains, sought 
A wider hunting-ground. The beaver builds 
No longer by these streams, but far away. 
On waters whose blue surface ne'er gave back 
The white man's face ; among IVf issouri's springs. 
And pools whose issues swell the Oregon, 
He rears his little Venice. In these plains 
The bison feeds no more. Twice twenty leagues 
Beyond remotest smoke of hunter's camp, 
Roams the majestic brute, in herds that shake 
The earth with thundering steps ; yet here 1 meet 
His ancient footprints stampM beside the pool. 

Still this great solitude is quick with life. 
Myriads of msects, gaudy as the flowers 
They flutter over, gentle quadrupeds. 
And birds that scarce have learn'd the fear of man, 
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Are here, and sliding reptiles of the ground, 

StartUngly beautiful. The graceful deer 

Bounds to the wood at my approach. The bee, 

A more adventurous colonist than man, 

With whom he came across the eastern deep. 

Fills the savannas with his murmurings, 

And hides his sweets, as in the golden age, 

Within the hollow oak. I listen long 

To his domestic hum, and think I hear 

The sound of that advancing multitude 

Which soon shall fill the deserts, From the ground 

Comes up the laugh of children, the soft voice 

Of maidens, and the sweet and solemn hymn 

Of Sabbath worshippers. The low of herds 

Blends with the rustling of the heavy grain 

Over the dark-brown furrows. All at once 

A fresher wind sweeps by, and breaks my dream, 

And I am in the wilderness alone. 



THB RIVULET. 

This little rill that, from the springs 
Of yonder grove, its current brings, 
Plays on the slope a while, and then 
Goes prattling into groves again. 
Oft to its warbling waters drew 
My little feet, when life was new. 
When woods in early green were dress'd, 
And from the chambers of the west 
The warmer breezes, travelling out. 
Breathed the new scent of flowers about, 
My truant steps from home would stray, 
Upon its grassy side to play. 
List the brown-thrasher's venial hynm, 
And crop the violet on its brim, 
With blooming cheek and open brow, 
As young and gay, sweet rill, as thou. 

S2 
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And when the days of boyhood came. 
And I had grown in love with fame, 
Duly I sought thy banks, and tried 
My first rude numbers by thy side. 
'Words cannot tell how bright and gay 
The scenes of hfe before me lay. 
Then glorious hop<!S, that now to speak 
Would bring the blood into my cheek, 
Pass'd o'er me ; and I wrote, on high, 
A name 1 deemM should never die. 

Years change thee not. Upon yon hill 
The tall old maples, verdant still, 
Yet tell, in grandeur of decay. 
How swift the years have pass'd away, 
Since first, a child, and half afraid, 
I wander'd in the forest shade. 
Thou, ever joyous rivulet. 
Dost dimple, leap, and prattle yet ; 
And sporting with the sands that pave 
The windings of thy silver wave, 
And dancing to thy own wild chime. 
Thou laiighest at the lapse of time. 
The same sweet sounds are in my ear 
My early childhood loved to hear ; 
As pure thy limpid waters run. 
As bright they sparkle to the sun ; 
As fresh and thick the bending ranks 
Of herbs that line thy oozy banks ; 
The violet there, in soft May dew, 
Comes up, as modest and as blue ; 
As green amid thy current's stress 
Floats the scarce-rooted watercress ; 
And the brown ground-bird, in thy glen. 
Still 'Chirps as merrily as then. 

Thou changest not— -but I am changed 
Since first thy pleasant banks I ranged ; 
And the grave stranger, come to see 
The play.place of his infancy, 
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Has scarce a single trace of him 
Who bported once upon thy brim. 
The visions of my youth are past — 
Too bright, too beautiful to last. 
Tve tried the world : it wears no more 
The colouring of romance it wore. 
Yet well has Nature kept the truth . 
She promised to my earliest youth. 
The radiant beauty, shed abroad 
On all the glorious works of God, 
Shows freshly, to my sober'd eye, 
Each charm it wore in days gone by. 

A few brief years shall pass away, 
And I, all trembling, weak, and grdy^ 
BowM to the earth, which waits to fold 
My ashes in^he embracing mould 
(If haply the dark will of fate 
Indulge my life so long a date), 
May come for the last time to look % 
Upon my childhood's favourite brook, 
'i'hen dimly on my eye shall gleam 
The sparkle of thy dancing stream; 
And faintly on my ear shall fall 
Thy prattling current's merry call ; 
Yet shalt thou flow as glad and bright 
As when thou met'st my infant sight. 

And I shall sleep : and on thy side, 
As ages after ages glide, 
Children their early sporta shall try. 
And pass to hoary age and die. 
But thou, unchanged from year to year, 
Gayly shalt play and glitter here ; 
Amid young flowers and tender grass 
Thy endless infancy shalt pass ; 
And, singing down thy narrow glen, 
Shalt mock the fading race of men. 
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^^bartr's children olkatb to earth." 



Earth's children qleave to earth : her frail, 

Deqaying children dread decay. 
Yon wreath of mist that leaves the vale, ^ 

And lessens in the morning ray : ' 

liOok, ho)v, by iqountain rivulet, 

It lingers, as it upwW creeps, 
And clings to ferji and popsewood set 

Along the green aad dewy steps : 
Clingis tp tl^e fragrant kalmia, clings 

To precipices fringed with grass. 
Dark maples where the wood-thrush sings. 

And bowers of fragrant sassafras. 
Yet gll in vain : it passes still 

From hpld to hold ; it canqot stay ; 
And in the very beams that fill 

The world with glory, wastes away. 
Till, parting from the mountain's hrovf. 

It vanishes from hurpan eye. 
And that which sprung of earth is no^ 

A portion of the glorious sky. 



James K. Paulding, 



PASSAGE DOWN THE OHIO. 

As down Ohio's ever ebbing tide, 
Oarless and sailless, silently they glide, 
How still the scene, how lifeless, yet how fair, 
Was the lone land that met the strangers there \ 
No smiling villages or curling smoke 
The busy haunts of busy men bespoke ; 
No solitary hut the banks along, 
Sent forth blithe Labour's homely, rustic song ; 
No urchin gamboU'd on the smooth white sand, 
Qf ]m¥d the .skipping-9t04e with playful hand, 
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While pla3miate dog plunged in the clear blue waye. 
And swam, in vain, the sinking prize to save. 
"Where now are seen, along the river side, 
Young busy towns, in buxom painted pride, 
And fleets of gliding boats with riches crown'dt 
To distant Orleans or St. Louis bound, 
Nothing appeared but nature unsubdued, 
One endless, noiseless woodland solitude, 
Or boundless prairie, that aye seem*d to be 
As level and as lifeless as the sea ; h 

They seem'd to breathe in this wide world alone, 
Heirs of the £arth — the land was all their own! 

'Twas evening now : the hour of toil was o'er, 
Yet still they durst not seek the fearful shore. 
Lest watchful Indian crew should silent creep, 
And spring upon and murder them in sleep ; 
So through the livelong night they held their way, 
And 'twas a night might shame the fairest day; 
So still, so bright, so tranquil was its reign. 
They cared not though the day ne'er came again. 
The moon high wheePd the distant hills above, 
Silver'd the fleecy foliage of the grove, 
ITiat as the wooing zephyrs on it fell, 
Whisper'd it loved the gentle visit well : 
That fair-faced orb alone to move appear'd. 
That zephyr was the only sound they heard. 
No deep-mouth'd hound the hunter's haunt betray'd. 
No lights upon the shore or waters play'd. 
No loud laugh broke upon the silent air, 
To tell the wand'rers man was nestling there. 
All, all was still, on gliding bark and shore. 
As if the earth now slept to wake no more. 
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jJoHH G. Whittier, 

TBK riMALI MARTTK. 

Maif 6 > aged 18, a " Sistbk or CHARfTT," died in ooe . 

€f our Atlantic ciiies, during ihe prevalence of the Indian Choi- 1 

era, while in voluntary att^donce upon the sick. 

** Bring out your dead !*' the midnight street 

Heard and gave back the hoarse, low call ; 
Harsh fell the tread of hasty feet ; 
Glanced through the dark the coarse white sheet ; | 

Her coffin and her pall. | 

" What ! only one !'* the bratal hackmon said. 
As, with an oath, he spum'd away the dead. 

How sunk the inmost hearts of all, 

/ls roird that dead-cart slowly by, 
With creaking wheel and harsh hoof-fall ! 
The dying turned him to the wall, 

To hear it and to die ! 
Onw^ it roU'd ; while oft its driver stay'd. 
And hoarsely plamour'd, ^' Ho ! bring out your dead.*^ i 

It paused beside the burial-place : I 

" Toss in your load !" and it was done. 
With quick hand and averted face, 
Hastily to the grave's embrace 

'ITiey cast them, one by one — 
Stranger and friend — ^the evil and the just, 4 

Together trodden in the churchyard dust ! 

And thou, young mart3rr ! thou wast there : 

No white- robed sisters roi^nd thee trod. 
Nor holy hymn, uor funeral prayer 
Jtose through the damp and noisome air, 

Giving thee to thy God ; 
Nor flower, nor cross, nor hallowed taper gave 
Pr^e to Ithe dead, and beauty to the grave ! 
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Yet, gentle sufferer! there shall be, 

In every heart of kindly feeling, 
A rite as holy paid to thee 
As if beneath the convent-tree 

Thy sistei^ood were kneeling, 
At vesper hours, like sorrowing angels, keepin^f 
Their tearful watch around thy place of sleeping^ 

For thou wast one in whom the light * 

Of Heaven's own love was kinfled well, 
Enduring with a martyr's might. 
Through weary day and wakeful night, 

Far more than words may tell : 
Gentle, and meek, and lowly, and unknown^ 
Thy mercies measured by thy God alone I 

Where manly hearts were failing — where 
The throngful street grew foul with death/ 

Oh high soul'd martjnr ! thou wast there, 

Inhaling from the loathsome air 
Poison with every brestth- 

Yet shrinking not from officer of dread 

For the wrung dying and the unconscious dead^ 

And, where the sickly taper shed 
Its light through vapours, damp, confined, 

Hush'd as a seraph's fell thy tread, 

A new Electra by the bed 
Of suffering human-kind ! 

Pointing the spirit, in its dark dismay. 

To that pure hope which fadeth not away^ 

Innocent teacher of the high 

And holy mysteries of Heaven ! 
How tum'd to thee each glazing eye, 
In mute and awful sytnpathy. 

As thy low iNrayers were given ; 
And the o'erhovering spoiler wore, the whiltff 
An angePe features, a deliverer's smile ! 
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A blessed task ! and worthy one 

Who, turning from the world, as thou. 
Ere being^s pathway had begun 
To leave its spring-time flower and sun, 

Had seal'd her early vow. 
Giving to God her beauty and her youth, 
Her pure affections and W guileless truth. 

Earth may not claim thee. Nothing here 
Could be for thee a meet reward ; 

Thine is a treasure far more dear ; 

Eye hath not seen it, nor the ear 
Of living mortal heard. 

The joys prepared, the promised bliss above. 

The noly presence of Eternal Love ! 

81eep on in peace. The earth has not 
A nobler name than thine shall be. 

The deeds by martial manhood wrought. 

The lofty energies of thought, 
The fire of poesy — 

These have but frail and fading honours ; thine 

Shall Time unto Eternity consign. 

Yea : and when thrones shall crumble down. 
And human pride and grandeur fall^ 

The herald's pride of long renown, 

The mitre and the kingly crown — 
Perishing glories all ! 

The pure devotion of thy generous heart 

Shall live in Heaven, of which it was a part ! 



THE WOKSHIP OF NATURE. 



••It hath beene as it were especially rendered nnto mee, and 
Bjade phiine and legible to my understandynge, that a neat wor- 
«upp u going on among the Ihynga of God."—GraU, 

The Ocean looketh i^ to Heaven 
^As 'twere a living thing, 
The homage of its waves is given 
to ceaseless worshipping. 



iM 
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They kneel upon the sloping sandi 

As bends the human knee, 
A beautiful and tireless band, 

The Priesthood of the Sea ! 

They pour the glittering treasures out 

Which in the deep have birth, 
And chant their awiul hynms about 

The watching hills of earth. 

The green earth sends its incense up 

From every mountain shrine, 
From every flower and dewy cup 

That greeteth the sunshine. 

The mists are lifted from the rills 

Like the white wing of prayer, 
They lean above the ancient hills 

As doing homage there. 

The forest tops are lowly cast 

O'er breezy hill and glen. 
As if a prayerful spirit passed 

On Nature as on men. 

The clouds weep o'er the fallen world* 

E'en as repentant love ; 
Ere to the blessed breeze unfurFd, 

They fade in light above. 

The sky is as a temple's arch, 

The blue and wavy air 
Is glorious with the spirit-march 

Of messengers of prayer. 

The gentle moon, the kindling sun, 

The many stars are ffiven, 
As shrines to bum earUi's incense 

The altar-fires of Heaven ! 
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PKNTUCKET. 

The Tfllage of Haverhill, on the Menimack, caHed bj the In- 
dians Pentucket, was for nearly seventy years a irontier town, 
and daring thirty years endured all the horrors of savage war- 
fne. In the year 1708, a combined body of French and Indians, 
under the command of De Challions, and Hertel de Rouville, 
the infamous and bloody sacker of Deerfield, made an attack 
upon the village, which at that time contained only thirty houses. 
Sixteen of the villagers were massacred, and a still larger num- 
ber made prisoners. About thirty of the enemy also fell, and 
among them Hertel de Rouville. The minister of the place, 
Benjamin Rolfe, was killed by a shot through his own door. 

How sweetly on the wood-girt town 
The mellow light of sunset shone ! 
Each small bright lake, whose waters still 
Mirror the forest and the hill, 
Reflected from its waveless breast 
The beauty of a cloudless west, 
Glorious as if a glimpse were given 
Within the western gates of Heaven, 
Left, by the spirit of the star 
Of sunset's holy hour, ajar ! 

Beside the river's tranquil flood 
The dark and low-wall'd dwellings stood, 
Where many a rood of open land 
Stretched up and down on either hand, 
With corn-leaves waving freshly green 
The thick and blackened stumps between; 
** Behind, unbroken, deep and dread. 
The wild, untravell'd forest spread, 
Back to those mountains, white and cold, 
Of which the Indian trapper told. 
Upon whose summits never yet 
Was mortal foot in safety set. 

Quiet and calm, without a fear 
Of danger darkly lurking near, 
The weary labourer left his plough, 
The milkmaid caroU'd by her cow ; 
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From cottage door and household hearth 
Rose songs of praise or tones of mirth. 
At length the murmur died away, 
And silence on that village lay : 
So slept Pompeii, tower and hall, 
£re the quick earthquake swaUowM all, 
Undreaming of the fiery fate 
Which made its dwellings desolate ! 

Hours passM away. By moonlight sped 
The Merrimack along his bed. 
Bathed in the pallid lustre stood 
Dark cottage-wall, and rock, and wood, 
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam, 
As the hush'd grouping of a dream. 
Yet on the still air crept a sound — 
No bark of fox, no rabbit's bound, 
No stir of wings, nor waters flowing, 
Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing. 

Was that the tread of many feet. 

Which downward from the hillside beat ! 

What forms were those which darkly stood 

Just on the margin of the wood t 

Charr'd tree-stumps in the moonlight dim. 

Or paling rude, or leafless limb t 

No : through the trees fierce eyeballs glow'd^ 

Dark human forms in moonshine showed, 

Wild from their native wilderness. 

With painted limbs and battle-dress ! 

A yell, the dead might wake to hear. 
Swelled on the night-air far and clear : 
Then smote the Indian tomahawk 
On crashing door and shattering lock ; 
Then rang the rifle-shot ; and then 
The shrill death-scream of stricken men ; 
Sunk the red axe in woman's brain. 
And childhood's cry arose in vain ; 



eSO JONATHAN LAWRENCE. 

Barsting through roof and window came, 
Red, fast and fierce, the kindled flame ; 
And blended fire and moonlight glared 
Oyer dead corse and weapons bared. 

The morning sun look'd brightly through 
The river willows, wet with dew. 
No sound of combat fiU'd the air. 
No shout was heard, nor gunshot there : 
Yet still the thick and sullen smoke 
From smouldering ruins slowly broke ; 
And on the greensward many a stain, 
And, here and there, the mangled slain, 
Told how that midnight bolt had sped, 
Pentucket, on thy fated head ! 

Even now the villager can tell 
Where Rolfe beside his hearthstone fell ; 
Still show the door of wasting oak, 
Through which the fatal death-shot broke, 
And point the curious stranger where ^ 
De Rouville^s corse lay grim and bare ; 
Whose hideous head, in death still fear'd, 
Bore not a trace of hair or beard ; 
And still, within the churchyard ground, 
Heaves darkly up the ancient mound, 
Beneath whose grass-grown surface lies 
The victims of that sacrifice. 



Jonathan Lawrence. 

LOOK ALOFT. 



In the tempest of life, when the wave and the irale 
Are around and above, if thy footing should fail, 
If thine eye shoiQd grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
" Look aloft !^' and be firm, and be fearless of heart. 

If the friend who embraced in prosperity's glow. 
With a smile foor each joy and a tear for each wo, 
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Should betray thee when sorrows like clouds are 

array'd, 
^Look aloft" to the friendship which never shall 

fade. 

Should the visions which hope spreads in light to 

thine eye, 
Like the tints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly, 
Then turn, and through tears of repentant regret, 
" Look aloft" to the Sun that is never to set. 

Should they who are dearest, the son of thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom in sorrow depart, 
'* Look aloft" from the darkness and dust of the tomb, 
To that soil where affection is ever in bloom. 

And oh ! when death comes in his terrors, to cast 
His fears on the future, his pall on the past. 
In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy heart 
And a smile in thine eye, " look aloft" and depart. 



TO — ON THB DKATH OF ▲ rATOUSm BtSD. 

Alas! sweet cousin, how can I, 
In harsh, discordant rhyme, rehearse 

His sweet, sweet song, whose melody 
Had charms beyond the reach of verse! 

Ah ! I should need his tuneful art. 
His tone with more than music rife» 

In fitting numbers to impart 
Tlie tale of his harmonious life. 

And yet that tale how shortly told. 
One feast of flowers, one ceaseless strain ; 

At mom to plume, at eve to fold 
His wings, to feed and sleep again. 

T2 
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A simple life of joyance hi8« 
A life of song, no care had he, 

Except, perchance, thy glance to misSy 
And in sad silence pine for thee. 

Bless'd in thy smile of sunshine gireiiy 
His pinions sought no softer sky : 

Happy to find his loveliest heaven 
In me blue beauty of thine eye. 

kad, basking in that smile so bright, 
He had no wish his wings to free ; 

Found in its beam his full delight, 
And loved his sweet captivity. 

But ah ! that eye, that joyous voice 
No more his dreamy sleep shall break ; 

No more his little heart rejoice. 
Nor songs of warbling welcome wake. 

In vain spring woos with balmy breath, 
And bears sweet music on her wings ; 

The fine, quick ear is dull in death, 
The answering throat no longer sings. 

His lonely mate has lost her cheer ; 

Or, if to song her bosom stir. 
Fixes her tiny head to hear 

The note uat ne'er shsQl answer her. 

That note which hail'd thee to the last, 
And call'd thee to his cage to see 

That he was happy, thus to cast 
His kst, last lingering look on thee. 

Then, since for ever hush'd his strain. 
Lay him in fitting grave to sleep. 

Where spring's soft dews and summer's raiii» 
With gentle tears Us death may weep. 
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There let the first soft sunbeam ffing 
A fresher green o'er all the groiuid ; 

There the first lonely wild flower spring. 
And shed its sweetest fragrance round. 

Thither let each fond bird repair, 
At music's grave its vows to pay ; 

Or, doomed to die, seek refuge there. 
And, swan-like, sing its soul away. 



Oliyxb Wendell Holmes. 

THE CAMBRIDOK CHUBOHYABD. 

Our ancient church ! its lowly tower, 

Beneath the loftier spire, 
Is shadowed when the sunset hour 

Clothes the tall shaft in fire ; 
It sinks beyond the distant eye. 

Long ere the glittering vane. 
High wheeling in the western sky, 

Has faded o'er the plain. 

Like sentinel and nun, they keep 

Their vigil on the green ; 
One seems to guard, and one to weep. 

The dead that lie between ; 
And both roll out, so full and near. 

Their music's mingling waves. 
They shake the grass, whose pennon^d spear 

Leans on the narrow graves. 

The stranger parts the flaunting weeds. 

Whose seeds the winds have strown 
So thick beneath the line he reads. 

They shade the sculptured stone ; 
The child unveils his cluster'd brow, 

And ponders for a while 
The naven willow's pendent bough, 

Or rudest cherub's smile. 
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But what to them the dirge, the knell! 

These were. the mourner's share ; 
Tlie sullen clang, whose heavy swell 

Throbbed through the beating air ; 
Hie rattling cord, the rolling stone. 

The shelving sand that slid, 
And, far beneath, with hollow tone. 

Rung on the cojOBji's lid. 

The slumberer's mound grows fresh and gieeiit 

Then slowly disappears ; 
The mosses creep, the gray stones lean. 

Earth hides his date and years ; 
But long before the once-loved name 

Is sunk or worn away, 
No lip the silent dust may claim, 

That pressed the breathing clay. 

Go where the ancient pathway guides. 

See where our sires laid down 
Their smiling babes, their cherished brides. 

The patriarchs of the town ; 
Hast thou a tear for buried love t 

A sigh for transient power T 
All that a century left above, 

Go, read it in an hour ! 

Hie Indian's shaft, the Briton's ball. 

The sabre's thirsting edge. 
The hot shell, shattering in its fall, 

The bayonet's ren£ng wedge. 
Here scatter'd death ; yet seek the spot. 

No trace thine eye can see. 
No altar ; and they need it not 

Who leave their children free ! 

Look where the turbid rain-drops stand 

In many a chiselled square, 
The knightly crest, the shield, the brand 

Of oonour'dnames were there; 
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Alas ! for every tear is dried 

Those blazoned tablets knew, . 
Save when the icy marble's side 

Drips with the evening dew. 

Or gaze upon yon pillar'd stone, 

The empty urn of pride ; 
There stands the goblet and the sun, 

What need of more beside ? 
Where lives the memory of the dead. 

Who made their tomb a toy ? 
Whose ashes press that nameless bedl 

Go, ask the village boy ! 

Lean o'er the slender western wall, 

Ye ever-roaming girls ; 
The breath that bids the blossom fall 

May lift your floating curis, 
To sweep the simple lines that tell 

An exile's date and doom ; 
And sigh, for where his daughters dwell. 

They wreathe the stranger's tomb. 

And one amid these shades was bom. 

Beneath this turf who lies, 
Once beaming as the summer's mom. 

That closed her gentle eyes ; 
If sinless angels love as we, 

Who stood thy grave beside, 
Three seraph welcomes waited thee. 

The daughter, sister, bride! 

I wander'd to thy buried mound 

When earth was hid, below 
The level of the glaring ground. 

Choked to its gates with snow. 
And when with summer's flowery waves 

The lake of verdure roU'd, 
As if a sultan's white-robed slaves 

Had scatter'd pearls and gold. 
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Nay, the soft pinions of the air, 

That lift this trembling tone. 
Its breath of love may almost bear 

To kiss thy funeral stone ; 
And, now thy smiles have pass'd away, 

For all the joy they gave, 
May sweetest dews and warmest ray 

Lie on thine early grave ! 

When damps beneath, and storms above, 

Have bow'd these fragile towers, 
Still o'er the graves yon locust-grovo, 

Shadl swing its orient flowers ; 
And I would ask no mouldering bust, 

If e'er this humble Une, 
Which breathed a sigh o'er others' dust. 

Might call a tear on mine. 



OLD IBONSIDIt. 

At, tear her tatter'd ensign down ! 

Long has it waved on high. 
And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky ; 
Beneath it rung the battle shout. 

And burst the cannon's roar ; 
The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more ! 

Her deck— once red with heroes' blood. 

Where knelt the vanquish'd foe, 
When winds were hurrying o'er the flood, 

And waves were white below — 
No more shall feel the victor's tread, 

Or know the conquer'd knee ; 
The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea ! 
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Oh ! better that her shatter*!! hulk 

Should sink beneath the wave ; 
Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 

And there should be her grave ; 
Nail to the mast her holy fla^, 

Set every threadbare sail, 
And give her to the god of storms, 

The lightning and the gale ! 



THE TEBADMILL BONO. 

The stars are rolling in the sky, 

The earth rolls on below, 
And we can feel the rattling wheel 

Revolving as we go. 
Then tread away, my gallant boys. 

And make the axle fly ; 
Why should not wheels go round about. 

Like planets in the sky t 

Wake up, wake up, my duck-legg'd man, 

And stir your soUd pegs ; 
Arouse, arouse, my gawky friend, 

And shake your spider-legs ; 
What though you^re awkward at the trade. 

There's time enough to learn. 
So lean upon the rail, my lad. 

And take another turn. 

They've built us up a noble wall 

To keep the vulgar out ; 
We've nothing in the world to do 

But just to walk about : 
So faster, now, you niiddle men. 

And try to beat the ends ; 
It's pleasant work to ramble round 

Among one's honest friends. 
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Here! tread upon the long man's toes; 

He sha'n't be laay here : 
And punch the little iellow's ribs, 

And tweak that lubber^s ear-^ 
He^s lost them both : don't pull Ms hair, 

Because he wears a scratch, 
But poke him in the farther eye, 

That isnH in the patch. 

Hark ! fellows, there's the supper-beU, 

And so our work is done ; 
It's pretty sport — suppose we take 

A roimd or two for fun ! 
If ever they should turn me out 

When I have better grown. 
Now hang me, but I mean to have 

A treadmill of my own I 



John H. Brtant. 

*< And I went and washed, and I received ngbt**— -John OL, IL 

Whcit the great Master spoke. 

He touch'd his wither'd eyes, 
And at one gleam upon him broke 

The glad earth and the skies. 

And he saw the city's walls, 

And kings' and prophets' tomb. 
And mighty arches and vaulted halls. 

And the temple's lofty dome. 

He look'd on the river's flood, 

And the flash of mountain rills, 
And the sentle wave of the palms that stood 

Upon Judea's Mils. 

He saw on heuihts and plains 

Creatures er every race. 
But a mighty thrill run through his wmoB 

When he met the human face. 
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Mmd Im Tirgin sight bdbeld 

The ruddy glow of even, 
And the thousand shimog orbs that iU'd 

The azure depths of heaven. 

And woman's voice before 

Had cheered his gloomy night, 
But to see the angel form she wore 

Made deeper the delight. 

And his heart at daylight's close, 
For the bright world where he trod, 

And when the yellow morning rose, 
Gav« speechless thanks to Grod. 



MT NATIVE TILLAGI. 

There lies a village in a peaceful vale, 
With sloping hills and waving woods around. 

Fenced from the blasts. There never ruder gale 
Bows the taU grass Ij^at covers aU the ground ; 

And planted shrubs are there, and cherished flowerSy 

And a bright verdure borne of gentler showers. 

'Twas there my young existence was beguni 
My earliest sports were on its flowery green^ 

And often, when my schoolboy task was done, 
I climbed its hills to view the pleasant scene. 

And stood and garsed till the sun% setting ray 

Shone on the height— the sweetest of the day. 

There, when that hour of mellow light was come. 
And mountain shadows oool'd the ripenM grain, 

I watch'd the weary yeomsm plodding home. 
In the lone path that winds across the jdain, 

To rest his limbs, and wat^h his child at play, 

And tell him o'er tiie labours of the day« 

U 
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And when the woods put on their autumn glow, 
And the bright sun came in among the trees, 

And leaves were gathering in the glen below, 
Swept softly from the mountains by the breeze, 

I wanderM till the starlight on the stream ^ 

At length awoke me from my fairy dream. 

Ah ! happy days, too happy to return, 
Fled on the wings of youth's departed years, 

A bitter lesson has been mine to learn, 
The truth of life, its labours, pains, and fears ; 

Yet does the memory of my boyhood stay, 

A twilight of the brightness pass'd away. 

My thoughts steal back to that sweet village still; 
Its flowers and peaceful shades before me rise ; 
The play-place and the prospect from the hill, 

Its summer verdure, and autumnal dyes ; 
The present brings its storms ; but, while they last, 
I shelter me in the delightful past. 



Elizabeth F. Ellit. 



LAKB ONTARIO. 



DiBP thoughts o'ershade my spirit while I gaze 
Upon the blue depths of thy mighty breast : 

Thy glassy face is bright with sunset rays. 
And thy far-stretching waters are at rest, 

Save the small wave that on thy margin plays. 
Lifting to summer airs its flashing crest ; 

While the fleet hues across thy sunace driren. 

Mingle afar in the embrace of heaven. 

T^ smile is jriorious when the morning's spring 
Uives half its glowing beauty to the deep ; 

When the dusk swallow dips lus drooping wing. 
And the gay winds that o'er thy bosom sweep. 

Tribute from dewy woods and violets bring, 
Thy restless billows in their gifts to steep. 



SU2ABETH P. XLLBT. 231 

ThouM beautiful when evening moonbeams shine, 
And the soft hour of night and stars is thine. 

Thou hast thy tempests, too ; the lightning^s home 
Is near thee, though unseen ; thy peaceful shore,. 

When storms have lashM these waters into foam, 
Echoes full oft the pealing thunder^s roar. 

Thou hast dark trophies : the unhonourM tomb 
Of those now sought and wept on earth no more : 

Full many a goodly form, the loved and brave, 

Lies whelmed and still beneath thy sullen wave. 

The world was young with thee ; this swelling flood 
As proudly swell'd, as purely met the sky. 

When sound of life roused not the ancient wood. 
Save the wild eagle's scream, or panther's ciy. 

Here on this verdant bank the savage stood. 
And shook his dart and battle-axe on high. 

While hues of slaughter tinged thy billows blue. 

As deeper and more close the conflict grew. * 

Here, too, at early morn, the hunter's song 
Was heard from wooded isle and grassy glade ; 

And here at eve, these clustered bowers among, 
The low, sweet carol of the Indian maid. 

Chiding the slumbering breeze and shadows long, 
That kept her lingering lover from the shade : 

While, scarcely seen, thy willing waters o'er. 

Sped the light bark that bore him to the shore. 

Those scenes are past. The spirit of changing years 
Has breathed on all around save thee alono. 

More faintly the receding woodland hears 
Thy voice, once full and joyous as its own. 

Nations have gone from earth, nor trace appears 
To tell their tale-^forgotten or unknown. 

Yet here, unchanged, untamed, thy waters lie, 

Azure, and clear, and boundless as the sky. 
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TBI TANITT OF THi tOLOAB omiAT. 

Stat, thou ambitious ril], 
Ignoble offering of some fount impure ! 

Beneath the ruffged bill, 
Gloomy with shaBe, thou hadst thy birth obscure ; 

With faint steps issuing slow, 
In scanty waves among the rocks to flow. 

Fling not abroad thy spray. 
Nor fiercely lash the green turf at thy side ! 

What though indulgent May 
With liquid snows hath swoln thy foaming tide % 

August will follow soon, 
To still thy boastings with his scorching noon. 

Lo ! calmly through the yale 
The Po, the king of rivers, sweeps along ; 

Yet many a mighty sail 
Bears on his breast->— proud vessels, swift and strong. 

Nor from the meadow^s side 
'Neath sunmier's sun recedes his lessened tide. 

• Thou, threatening all around, 
Dost foam and roar along thy troubled path ; 

In grandeur newly found, 
Stunning the gazer with thy noisy wrath ! 

Yet, foolish stream ! not one 
Of all thy boasted glories is thine own. 

The smile of yonder sky 
Is brief, and change the fleeting seasons know ; 

On barren sands and dry, 
Soon to their death thy brawling waves shall flow. 

O'er thee, in summer^s heat, 
Shall pass the traveller with unmoisten'd feet. 
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TO THI WHIPPORWILL. 



Bird of the lone and joyless night, 
Whence is thy sad and solemn lay t 

Attendant on the pale moon^s light, 
Why shun the gairish blaze of day! 

When darkness fills the dewy air, 
Nor sounds the song of happier bird, 

Alone, amid the silence there, 
Thy wild and plaintive note is beard. 

Thyself unseen, thy pensive moan 
rourM in no Uving comrade^s ear, 

The forest's shaded depths alone 
Thy mournful melody can hear. 

Beside what still and secret spring. 
In what dark wood the livelong day, 

Sett^st thou with dusk and folded wing. 
To while the hours of light away. 

Sad minstrel ! thou hast learned, like me. 
That lifers deceitful gleam is vain ; 

And well the lesson profits thee. 
Who will not trust its charm again. 

Thou, unbeguiled, thy plaint dost trill 
To listening night, when mirth is o'er : 

I, heedless of the warning, still 
Believe, to be deceived once more. 



Grxnyillx Mkllin. 

MOUNT WA8HIN0T0N. 

Mount of the clouds, on whose Olympian height 
The tall rocks brighten in the ether air. 
And spirits from the skies come down at nighty 
To chant immortal songs to freedom there ! 

U9 
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Thine is the rock of other regions ; where 
The world of life, which blooms so far below, 
Sweeps a wide waste : no gladdening scenes ap- 
pear, 
Save where, with silvery flash, the waters flow 
Beneath the fieur off mountain, distant, calm, and slow. 

Thine is the summit where the clouds repose, 
Or eddying wildly round thy cliffs are borne ; 
When Tempest mounts his rushing car, and throws 
His billowy mist amid the thunder's home ! 
Far down the deep ravines the whirlwinds come, 
And bow the forests as they sweep along ; 
While, roaring deeply from their rocky womb. 
The storms come forth, and, hunying darkly on. 
Amid the echoing peaks the revelry prolong ! 

And when the tumult of the air is fled. 
And quench'd in silence all the tempest flame. 
There come the dim forms of the mighty dead. 
Around the steep which bears the hero's name, 
The stars look down upon them ; and the same 
Pale orb that glistens o'er his distant grave. 
Gleams on the summit that enshrines his fame, 
And lights the cold tear of the glorious brave. 
The rich^t, purest tear that memory ever gave ! 

Mount of the clouds ! when winter round thee 

throws ' 
The hoary mantle of the d3ring year. 
Sublime amid thy canopy of snows. 
Thy towers in bright magnificence appear ! 
'Tis then we view thee with a chilling fear. 
Till summer robes thee in her tints of blue ; 
When, lo ! in soften'd grandeur far yet clear. 
Thy battiements stand clothed in Heaven's own 
hue, 

Tq Swell as Freedom's home on man's mibounded 
view ! 
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James G. Brooks. 

JOT AND SORROW. 

Jot kneels, at morning's rosy jnime, 

In worship to the rising sun ; 
But Sorrow loves the calmer time, 

When the day-god his course hath run : 
When Night is in her shadowy car, 

Pale Sorrow wakes while Joy doth sleep ; 
And, guided by the evening star. 

She wanders forth to muse and weep. 

Joy loves to cull the summer flower. 

And wreath it round his happy brow ; 
But when the dark .autumnal hour 

Hath laid the leaf and blossom low ; 
When the frail bud hath lost its worth, 

And Joy hath dash'd it from his crest, 
Then Sorrow takes it from the earth, 

To wither on her withered breast. 



Anna Maria Wells. 
•ms vrttm hare. 

It was the Sabbath eve : we went, 
My little girl and I, intent 

The twilight hour to pass. 
Where we might hear the waters flow, 
And scent the freighted winds that blow 

Athwart the vernal grass. 

In darker grandeur, as the day 
Stole scarce perceptibly away. 

The purple mountain stood, 
Wearing the young moon as a crest : 
Tlie sun, half sunk in the far west, 

Seem'd mingling with the flood. 
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The cooling dews their balm distill'd; 
A holy joy our bosoms thrill^ ; 

Our thoughts were free as air ; 
And by one impulse moved, did we 
Together pour, instinctively, 

Our songs of gladness there. 

The green-wood waved its shade hard by. 
While thus we wove our harmony : 

Lured by the mystic strain, 
A snow-white hare, that long had been 
Peering from forth her covert green. 

Came bounding o^er the plain. 

Her beauty 'twas a joy to note ; 
The pureness of her downy coat, 

Her wild, yet gentle eye ; 
The pleasure that, despite her fear, 
Had led the timid thing so near, 

To list our minstrelsy ! 

All motionless, with head inclined, 
She stood, as if her heart divined 

The impulses of ours, 
TiU the last note had died, and then 
Tum'd half reluctantly again 

Back to her green-wocni bowers. 

Once more the magic sounds we tried ; 
A^nin the hare was seen to glide 

From out her sylvan shade ; 
Agam, as joy had given her wings, 
Fleet as a bird she forward springs 

Along the dewy glade. 

•Go, happy thing ! disport at wiU ; 
Take thy delight o'er vale and hiJQ, 

Or rest in leafy bower : 
The harrier may beset thy way, 
The cruel snare thy feet betray ! 

Enjoy thy little hour! 
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We know not, and we ne'er may know, 
The hidden springs of joy and wo 

That deep within thee lie : 
The silent workings of thy heart, 
They almost seem to have a part 

With our humanity ! 



TO Jk. TOUNO MOTHBB, 

Belinda ! the young blossom that doth He 
So lightly on thy bosom, clasp it there : 
For on her brow an empress doth not wear, 
Nor in h«r jewelled zone, a gem more fair, 
Or that doth deck her more becomingly. 
Forget not, then, that deep within thy flower 
The germes lie hid of lovelier, holier things : 
Filial affection^ that spontaneous springs ; 
High truth and maiden purity ; the power 
That comes of gentleness ; ay, and more, 
Piety, nourishM in the bosom's core : 
These, if so cherished, shall thy blossom bear, 
And with the dews of heavenly love impearl'd, 
It shall adorn thee in another world. 



Cabolime Gilman. 

TO — . 

Oh, pure and gentle ones, within your kAl 

Securely rest ! 
Blue be the sky above ; your quiet baik 

By soft winds bless'd ! 

Still toil in duty and commune with Heaven, 

World- wean'd and free : 
God to his humblest creatures room has given. 

And space to foe. 
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Space for the eagle in the Taulted sky 

To plume his wing ; 
Space for the ringdove by her young to lie, 

And softly sing. 

Space for the sunflower, bright with yellow glow, 

To court the sky ; 
Space for the violet, where the wild woods grow, 

To live and die. 

Space for jthe ocean, in its giant might, 

To swell and rave ; 
Space for the river, tinged with rosy light, 

Where green ba^s wave. 

Space for the sun, to tread his path in might 

And golden pride ; 
Space for the glow-worm, calling, by her light. 

Love to her side. 

Then, pure and gentle ones, within ywr ark 

Securely rest ! 
Blue be the skies above, and your still baik 

By kind winds bless'd. 



Sarah J. Halb. 



TBI BOtB-TRBB AT THB BIBTHPLACB OF WAtHINOTOIT. 

• . 

Bright rose! what dost thou here, amid 
These sad mementoes of the past ! 

The crumbling stones thy roots h^ve hid, < 
The bramble's shade is o'er thee cast. 

Yet still thy glowing beauty seems 

Fair as young childhood's happy dreams. 

The sunbeam on the heaving surf 
Proclaims the tempest's rage is o'er ; 

The violet, on the frozen turf. 
Breathes of the smiling spring once more; 
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But, rose, thy mission to ^e heart. 
In things that alter, hath no part. 

The mossgrown ruins round are spread, 
Scarce rescued from earth's trodden mass, 

And time-scathed trees, whose branches dead 
Lie cumbering o'er the matted grass : 

These tpU the tale of hfe's brief day, 

Hope, toil, enjoyment, death, decay ! 

The common record this of man, 

We read, regret, and pass it by, 
And rear the towers that deck our span, 

Above the grave where nations lie ; 
And heroes, who like meteors shone. 
Are, Uke that meteor's flashings, gone. 

But, radiant rose, thy beauty breaks 
Like eve's first star upon the sight ; 

A holier hue the vision takes. 
The ruins shine with heaven's clear light ; 

His name, who placed thy pot in earth, 

Doth consecrate thy place of birth. 

Yet 'tis not here his wreath we twine. 
Nor here that Freedom's chief we praise , 

The stars at rising softer shine. 
Than when o'er night's dark vault they blaze ; 

Not here, with Washington's great name. 

Blend his achievements or his fame. 

But brighter, holier is the ray 
Which rests on this devoted ground ; 

Here pass'd his childhood's happy day. 
Here fflory's bud meet culture found : 

Maternal smiles, and tears, and prayer, 

These were its light, its dew, its air. 

Bright rose ! for this thy flower hath spmng, 
The mother's steadfast love to show ; 

Thy odour on the gale is flung, 
As pours that love its lavish flow ; 



840 C^ARLBS F. HOFFMAN. 

The mother's lot with hope to cheer, 
T3rpe of her heart, thou bloomest Yam. 



Charles F. Hoffman. 

INDIAN 8I7MMEE. 

LioHT as lore's smiles, the silvery mist at mom 
Floats in loose flakes along the limpid river ; 

The bluebird's notes, upon the soft breeze borne, 
As hi^h in air she carols, faintly quiver; 

The weeping birch, like banners idly wavii^, 

Bends to tike stream, its spicy branches laving; 
Beaded with dew the witch elm's tassels sMver ; 

The timid rabbit from the furze is peeping, [ing. 

And from the springy spray the squirrel's gayly leap- 

I love thee, Autumn, for thy scenery, ere 
The blasts of winter chase the varied dyes 

That gayly deck the slow-declining year ; 
1 love the splendour of thy sunset dues, 

The i^oigeotts hues that tinge each lalling leaf. 

Lovely as Beauity's dieek, as woman's love too 
brief; 
I love the note of each wild bird that flies, 

As on the wind she pours her parting lay, [away. 

And wings her loitering flight to summer climes 

Oh, Nature ! still I fondly turn to thee 

With feelings fresh as e'er my childhood's were ; 
Though wild and passion-toss'd'my youth may be. 

Towards thee I still the same devotion bear; 
To thee — to thee — though health and hope no more 
LifeVs wasted verdure may to me restore — 

I stiU can, childlike, come as when in prayer 
I bow'd my head upon a mother's knee. 
And deem'd the world, like her, all truth aad purity. 
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Park Binjamik. 

80NNKT. 

Time ! thou destroy'st the relics of the past, 
And hidest all the footprints of thy march 
On shattered column and on crumSled arch, 
By moss and ivy growing ffreen and fast.' 
HurPd into fhigments by the tempest-blast, 
The Rhodian monster lies : the obelisk, 
That with sharp line divided the broad disc 
Of Egypt^s sun, down to the sands was cast : 
And where these stood, no remnant-trophy stands. 

And even the art is lost by which they rose : 
Thus, with the monuments of other lands, 

The place that knew them now no longer knows. 
Yet triumph not, oh Time ; strong towers decay. 
But a great name shsdl never pass away ! 



SONKBT. 



To see a fellow of a summer's morning, 
With a large foxhound of a slumberous eye 
And a slim gun, go slowly lounging by, 
About to give the feather'd bipeds warning. 
That probably they may be shot hereafter. 
Excites in me a quiet kind of laughter ; 
For, though I am no lover of the sport 
Of harmless murder, yet it is to me 
Almost the funniest thing on earth to see 
A corpulent person, breathing with a snort. 

Go on a shooting frolic all alone ; 
For well I know that when he's out of town, 
He and his dog and gun will all lie down, 
And undestructive sleep tiU game aivi light are 
flown. 

X 
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William B. Tappah. 

THB TWBNTT THOaSAND CBILDRBN OF THV SABBATH SCHOOLS 
tH NBW-YOBK, CBLBBBATINO TOOBTUEB TBB FOUBTH OW 

JULY, 1839. 

Ob, sight sublime ! oh, sight of fear ! 

The ^adowing of infinity ! 
Numbers ! whose murmur rises here 

Like whisperings of the mighty sea. 

Ye bring strange vision to my gaze ; 

Earth's dreamer, heaven before me swims ; 
The sea of glass, the throne of days. 
Crowns, harps, and the melodious hymns. 

Ye rend the air with grateful songs 

For freedom by old warriors won : 
Oh, for the battle which your throngs 

May wage and win through David's Son ! 

• 

Wealth of young beauty ! that now blooms 

Before me like a world of flowers ; 
High expectation ! that assumes 

The hue of life's serenest hours. 

Are ye decaying ? Must these forms. 

So agile, fair, and brightly gay, 
Hidden in dust, be given to worms 

And everlasting m'ght the prey T 

Are ye immortal t Will this mass 

Of life, be hfe, undjring still, 
When all these sentient thousands pass 

To where corruption works its mill 

Thought ! that takes hold of heav^i and heOt 

Be m each teacher's heart to-day ! 
So shall Eternity be well 

With these, when Time has fled away. 
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George Lunt. 

AUTUMN MUSINGS. 

Come thou with me ! If thou hast worn away 
All this most glorious summer in the crowd, 
Amid the dust of cities, and the din, 
"While birds were carolling on every spray ; 
If, from gray dawn to solemn night's approach, 
Thy soul hath wasted all its better thoughts, 
Toiling and panting for a little gold ; 
Drudging amid the very lees of life 
For this accursed slave that makes men slaves ; 
Come thou with me into the pleasant fields. 
Let Nature breathe on us and make us free ! 

For thou shalt hold communion, pure and high. 
With the great Spirit of the Universe ; 
It shall pervade thy soul ; it shall renew 
The fancies of thy boyhood : thou shalt know 
Tears, most unwonted tears dimming thine eyes ; 
Thou shalt forget, under the old brown oak. 
That the good south-wind and the liberal west 
Have other tidings than the songs of birds. 
Or the soft news wafted from fragrant flowers. 
Look out on Nature's face, and what hath she 
In common with thy feelings 1 That brown hill, 
Upon whose sides, from the gray mountain ash, 
We gathered crimson berries, look'd as brown 
When the leaves fell twelve autumn suns ago ; 
This pleasant stream, with the well-shaded verge, 
On whose fair surface have our buoyant limbs 
So often play'd, caressing and caress'd ; 
Its verdant banks are green as then they were. 
So went its bubbling murmur down the tide. 
Yes, and the very trees, those ancient oaks. 
The crimson-crested maple, feathery elm. 
And fair, smooth ash, with leaves of graceful gold> 
Look like familiar faces of old friends. 
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From their broad branches drop the withered leayes. 

Drop, one by one, without a single breath, 

Save when some eddying curl round the old roots 

Twirls them about in merrjr sport a while. 

They are not changed ; their office is not done ; 

The first soft breeze of spring shall see them fresh 

With sprouting twigs bursting from every branch, 

As should fresh feelings from our wither^ hearts. 

Scorn not the moral ; for, while these have warm'd 

To annual beauty, gladdening the fields 

With new and ever-glorious garniture. 

Thou hast grown worn and wasted, almost gray 

Even in thy very summer. 'Tis for this 

We have neglected nature ! Wearing out 

Our hearts and all life's dearest charities 

In the perpetual turmoil, when we need 

To strengthen and to purify our minds 

Amid the venerable woods ; to hold 

Chaste converse with the fountains and the winds ! 

So should we elevate our souls ; so be 

Ready to stand and act a nobler part 

In the hard, heartless struggles of the world. 

Day wanes ; 'tis autumn eventide again ; 
And, sinking on the blue hills' breast, the sun 
Spreads the large bounty of his level blaze, 
Lengthening the shades of mountains and toll trees. 
And throwing blacker shadows o'er the sheet 
Of this dark stream, in whose unruffled tide 
Waver the bank-shrub and the graceful elm, 
As the gay branches and their tremblin^f leaves 
Catch the soft whisper of the coming air : 
So doth it mirror every passing cloud. 
And those which fill the chambers of the west 
With such strange beauty, fairer than all thrones, 
Blazon'd with orient gems and barbarous gold. 
I see thy full heart gatheriujg in thine eyes ; 
I see those eyes swelling with precious tears; 
-But, if thou couldst have look'd upon this scene 
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With a cold brow, and then tumM back to thoughts 

Of traffic in thy fellow's wretchedness, 

Thou wert not fit to gaze upon the face 

Of Nature's naked beauty ; most unfit 

To look on fairer things, the lovehness 

Of earth's most lovely daughters, whose glad forms 

And glancing eyes do kindle the great souls 

Of better men to emulate pure thoughts. 

And, in high action, all ennobling deeds. 

But lo ! the harvest moon ! She climbs as fair 

Among the cluster'd jewels of the sky, 

As, mid the rosy bowers of paradise, 

Her soft light, trembling upon leaf and flower, 

Smiled o'er the slumbers of the first-bom man. 

And, while her beauty is upon our hearts, 

Now let us seek our quiet home, that sleep 

May come without bad dreams ; may come as light 

As to that yellow-headed cottage-boy, 

Whose serious musings, as he homeward drives 

His sober herd, are of the frosty dawn. 

And the ripe nuts which his own hand shall pluck. 

Then, when the bird, high-courier of the mom, 

Looks from his airy vantage o'er the world. 

And, by the music of his mounting flight. 

Tells many blessed things of gushing gold, 

Coming in floods o'er the eastem wave, 

Will we arise, and our pure orisons 

Shall keep us in the trials of the day. 



Epes Sargent. 

▲ WISH. 



That I were in some forest's green retreat. 
Beneath a towering arch of proud old elms. 

Where a clear streamlet gurgled at my feet, 
Its wavelets glittering in their tiny helms! 

X3 



9M JMN MXAL. 

Thick) oimatertBg vines, in many a rich festoon, 

From the high, rustling branches should depend, 
Weaving a net through which the sultry noon 

Might stoop in vain its fiery darts to send. 
There, prostrate on some rock's gray sloping side, 

Upon whose tinted moss the dew yet lay, 
Would I catch glimpses of the clouds that ride 

Athwart the sky, and dream the hours away ; 
While, through the alleys of the sunless woo(^ 
The fanninff breeze might steal, with wild flowers' 
bream imbued. 



John Nbal. 

VHB B0LDIBB*8 YltlT TO HIS FAHILT. 

Aim there the stranger stays : beneath that oak, 
Whose shattered majesty hath felt the stroke 
Of heaven's own thunder — ^yet it proudly heaves, 
A giant sceptre wreathed with blasted leaves — 
As though it dared the elements, and stood 
The guardian of that cot, the monarch of that wood. 

Beneath its venerable vault he stands : 
And one might think, who saw his outstretched hands. 
That something more than soldiers e'er may feel, 
Had touch'd him with its holy, calm appeal : 
That yonder wave — ^the heaven — ^the earth — the air 
Had call'd upon his spirit for her prayer. 
His eye goes dimly o'er the midnight scene ; 
The oak — ^the cot — the wood— the faded green — 
The moon — the sky — the distant moving light — 
All ! all are gathering on his dampen'd sight. 
His warrior helm and plume, his fresh-dyed blade, 
Beneath a window on the turf are laid ; 
The panes are ruddy through the clambering vines 
And blushing leaves, that Summer intertwines 
In warmw tints than e'er luxuriant Spring, 
O'er flower-imbosom'd roof led wandenng. 
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His pulses quicken: for a rude old door 
Is openM by the wind : he sees the floor, 
Strew'd with white sand, on which he used to UlM 
His boyhood's battles, and assign a place 
To charging hosts, and give the Indian yell, 
And shout to heap his hoary grandsire tell 
How he had fought with savages, whose breath 
He felt upon his cheek like mildew till his death. 

Hark ! that sweet song, how fuU of tenderoeas ! 
Oh ! who would breathe in this voluptuous press 
Of lulling thoughts! so soothing and so low, 
Like singing fountains in their faintest flow : 
It is as u some holy, lovely thing, 
Within our very hearts were murmuring. 
The soldier listens, and his arms are pressed 
In thankfulness, and trembling on his breast : 
Now, on the very window where he stands 
Are seen a clambering infant's rosy hands : 
And now — ah Heaven ! blessings on that smile ! 
Stay, soldier, stay ! oh linger ^ret a while ! 
An airy vision now appears, with eves 
As tender as the blue of weeping skies : 
Yet sunny in their radiance, as that blue 
When sunset glitters on its falling dew : 
With form — all joy and dance— as bright and free 
As youthful nymph of mountain liberty , 
Or naked angels dream'd by poesy : 
A blooming infant to her heart is pressM, 
And ah ! a mother's song is lulling it to rest. 

A single bound ! our chief is standing by. 
Trembling from head to foot with ecstasy ; Pore ! 
" Bless thee !" at length he murmur'd, "bless thee, 
My wife ! my boy !" Their eyes are raised above. 
His soldier's tread of sounding strength is gone, 
A chokinff transport drowns his manly tone. 
He sees the closing of that mild blue eye, 
His bosom echoes to a faint low cry : 
His glorious boy springs freshly from his sleep ; 
Shakes his thin sun-curls, while his eyebeamt leaf^ 
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As half in fear, along the stranger's dress, 
Then, half advancing, yields to his caress : 
Then peers beneath his locks, and seeks his eye 
With the clear look of radiant infancy, 
The cherub smile of love, the azure of ^e sky. 

The stranger now is kneeling by the side 
Of that young mother, watching for the tide 
Of her returning life : it comes : a glow 
Goes faintly, slowly o'er her cheek and brow : 
A rising of the gauze that lightly shrouds 
A snowy breast, like twihght's melting clouds, 
In nature's pure, still eloquence, betrays 
The feelings of the heart that reels beneath his gaae. 



Robert M. Charlton. 

TO THB BITBS OOBCCHEB. 

Ob wave that glidest swiftly 

On thy bright and happy way. 
From the morning until evening. 

And from twilight until day. 
Why leapest thou so joyously, 

While coldly on thy shore 
Sleeps the noble and the gallant heart, 

For aye and evermore ? 

Or dost thou weep, oh river, 

And is this bounding wave, 
But the tear thy bosom sheddeth 

As a thbute o'er his grave 1 
And when, in midnight's darkness, 

The winds above thee moan. 
Are they mourning for our sorrows. 

Do they sigh for him that's gonet 

Keep back thy tears, then, river, 

Or, if they must be shed. 
Let them flow but for the living. 

They're needless for the dead. 
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His soul shall dwell in glory, 

Where bounds a brighter wave, 
But our pleasures; with his troubles, 

Are buried in the grave. 



Jones Vert. 



TO THB CANART-HIBD. 



I OAMNOT hear thy voice with others' ears. 
Who make of thy lost hberty a gain ; 
And in thy tale of blighted hopes and fears 
Feel not that every note is bom with pain. 
Alas ! that with thy music's gentle swell 
Past days of joy should through thy memory 

throng, 
And each to thee their words of sorrow tell« 
While ravish'd sense forgets thee in thy song. 
The heart that on the past and future feeds. 
And pours in human words its thoughts divine* 
Though at each birth the spirit inly bleeds. 
Its song may charm the listening ear like thine, 
And men with gilded cage and praise will try 
To make the bard, like thee, forget his native sky* 



THB TRBB. 



I LOVE thee when thy swelling buds appear, 
And one by one their tender leaves unfold. 
As if they knew that warmer suns were near, 
Nor longer sought to hide from winter's cold ; 
And when with darker growth thy leaves are seta 
To veil from view the early robin's nest, 
I love to lie beneath thy waving screen 
With limbs by summer's heat and toil oppress'd ; 
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And when the autumn winds hare strippM thee 

bare, 
And round thee lies the smooth untrodden snow, 
When naught is thine that made thee once so fair, 
I love to watch thy shadowy form below, 
And through thy leafless arms to look above 
On stars that brighter beam when most we need their 
love. 



THE WIND-PLOWBB. ^ 

Thou lookest up with meek, confiding eye 
Upon the clouded smile of April's face, 
Unharm'd, though Winter stands uncertain by. 
Eying with jealous glance each opening grace. 
Thou trustest wisely ! in thy faith arrayed, 
More clorious thou than IsraePs wisest king ; 
Such faith was his whom men to death betray'dy 
As thine who hear'st the timid voice of Spring, 
While other flowers still hide them from her call, 
Along the river's brink and meadow bare. 
Thee will I seek beside the stony wall, 
And in thy trust with childlike heart would share, 
O'erjoyed that in thy early leaves I find 
A lesson taught by him who loved all human kind. 



THB SON. 



Fathkb, I wait thy word. The sun doth stand 
Beneath the mingling line of ^ight and day, 
A listening servant, waiting thy command 
To roll rejoicing on its silent way ; 
The tongue of Time abides the appointed hour. 
Till on our ear its solemn warnings fall ; 
The heavy cloud withholds the pelting shower, 
Then every drop speeds onward at thy call ; 
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The bird reposes on the 3nelding bought 
"With breast unswollen by the tide of song^ 
So does my spirit wait thy presence now 
To pour thy praise in quickening life along, 
Chiding with voice divine man's lengthened sleep, 
While round the Unutter'd Word and Love Uieir 
vigils keep. 



ENOCH. 



I LooEb to find a man who walkM with God, 
Like the translated patriarch of old ; 
Though gladdenM millions on his footstool trod, 
Yet none with him did such sweet converse hold ; 
I heard the wind in low complaint go by. 
That none its melodies like him could hear ; 
Day unto day spoke wisdom from on high. 
Yet none, like David, tumM a wilhng ear ; 
God walk'd alone unhonour'd through the earth ; 
For him no heart-built temple open stood ; 
The soul, forgetful of her nobler birth. 
Had hewn him lofty shrines of stone and wood) 
And left unfinished and in ruins still 
The only temple he delights to fill. 



THE LIVING GOD. 

Thkre is no death with Thee ! Each plant and tree 
In living haste their stems push onward still; 
The pointed blade, each rooted trunk we see, 
In various movement all attest thy will. 
The vine must die when its long race is run. 
The tree must faU when it no more can rise ;. 
The tvorm has at its root his task bugun. 
And hour by hour his steady labour plies ; 
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Nor man can paase, but in thy will nnist grow. 
And, as his roots within more deep extend, 
He shall o'er sons of sons his branches throw, 
And to the latest bom his shadows lend ; 
Nor know in thee disease nor length of days. 
But lift his head for ever in thy praise. 



Frances Sargent Oseooo. 

turn VOBNINO WALK, OB TBS STOLBX BLUSH. 

Neteb tell me that cheek is not painted, false maid ! 

^TiB a fib, though your pretty hp parts while I say 
And if the cheat were not already betrayM, fit ; 

Those exquisite blushes themselves would oo- 
tray it 

But listen ! Hiis morning you rose ere the dawn. 
To keep an appointment, perhaps — with Apollo ; 

And, finding a fairy footprint on the lawn 
Which I could not mistake, I determined to follow. 

To the hillside I trackM it, and, tripping above me. 
Her sun-ringlets flying and jeweA'd with dew, 

A maiden I saw ! Now the truth, if you love me — 
But why should I question — ^I'm sure it was you. 

And you cannot deny you were met in ascending — 
I, meanwhile, pursuing my truant by stealth — 

'By a blooming young seraph, who tum'd, and, attend- 
ing 
Your steps, said her name was the Spirit of Health. 

Meantime, through the mist of transparent Tenmlion 
That suddenly flooded the brow of the hill, 

JUI fretted with gold rose Aurora's pavilion. 
Illumining meadow, and mountain, and rill. 
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And Health, floating up through the luminous dr, 
Dipp'd her finders of snow in those clouds grow- 
ing bright ; 

Then tum'd, and dash'd down o'er her votary fair 
A handful of rose-beams that bathed her in light. 

Eyen yet they're at play here and there in your form, 
Through your fingers they steal to your white 
taper tips, 

Now rush to that cheek its soft dimples to warm. 
Now deepen the crimson that hyes in your Ups. 

Will you tell me again, with that scom-lighted'eye, 
That you do not use paint, while such tinting is 
there 1 
While the glow still aflnns what the glance would 
denyl 
No, in future disclaim the sweet theft, if you dare ! 



Andrew Norton. 

8CBNB AFTBR ▲ SUMMER 8H0WIK. 

Tbi rain is o'er. How dense and bright 
Yon pearly clouds reposing lie ! 

Cloud above cloud, a glorious sight, 
Contrasting with the dark blue sky ! 

In grateful silence, earth receives 
The general blessinj^ ; fresh and fair, 

Each flower expands its little leaves, 
As glad the common joy to share. 

The soften'd sunbeams pom: around 
A fairy light, uncertain, pale ; 

The wind flows cool ; the scented ground 
Is breathing odours on the gale. 

Y 
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Mid yon rich clouds' voluptuous pOe^ 
Methinks some spirit of the air 

ll^t' rest, to gaze oelow a while. 
Then turn to bathe and revel there. 

The sun breaks forth ; from off the scene 
Its floating veil of mist is flung ; 

And all the wilderness of green 
With trembling drops of light is hung. 

Now g^uEe on Nature — ^yet the same — 
Glowing with life, by breezes fann'd, 

Luxuriant, lovely, as she came. 
Fresh in her youth, from God's own hand. 

Hear the rich music of that voice, 
Which sounds from aU below, above ; 

She calls her children to rejoice, 
And round them throws her arms of love. 

Drink in her influence ; lowborn Care, 
And all the train of mean Desire, 

Refuse to breathe this holy air, 
And mid this Uving light expire. 



W. 0. P. PlABODY. 
HTMN or NATVttl. 



God of the earth's extended plains ! 

The dark green fields contented lie : 
The mountains rise like holy towers, 

Where man might commune with the sky : 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below, 
"Where shaded fountains send their streams. 

With joyous music in their flow. 
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God of the daik and heavy deep ! 

The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath sommon'd up their thundering bands; 
Then the white sails are dashed like Foam, 

Or hurry, trembling, o*er the seas, 
Till, calm'd by thee, the sinking gale 

Serenely breathes, Depart in peace. 

God of the forest's solenm shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree, 
That wrestles singly with the gale, 

Lifts up admiring eyes to ihee ; 
But more majestic far they stand, 

When, side by side, their ranks they form. 
To wave on high their plumes of green, 

And fight their batUes with the storm. 

God of the light and viewless air ! 

Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or, gathering in their airy might. 

The fierce and wintry tempests blow ; 
All — ^from the evening's plaintive sigh. 

That hardly lifts the drooping flower. 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 

Breathe forth the language of thy power. 

God of the fair and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
The* tented dome, of heavenly blue. 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings ! 
Each brilliant star that sparkles through. 

Each gilded cloud that wanders free 
In evening's purple radiance, gives 

The beauty of its praise to thee. 

God of the rolling orbs above ! 

Thy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying blaze. 

Or evening's golden shower of light 
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For every fire that fix>nts the sun, 
And every spark, that walks alone 

Around the utmost verge of heaven, 
Were kindled at thy burning throne. 

• 

God of the world ! the hour must come, 

And Nature's self to dust return ; 
Her crumbling altars must decay ; 

Her incense fires shall cease to bum ; 
But still her grand and lovely scenes 

Have made man's warmest praises flow ; 
For hearts grow holier as they trace 

The beauty of the world below. 



THB AUTUMN BTINHfO. 

BiHOLD the western evening light ! 

It melts in deepening ^loom : 
So calmly Christians siim away, 

Descending to the tomb. 

The wind breathes low ; the withering leaf 
Scarce whispers from the tree ; 

So gently flows the parting breath, 
When good men cease to be. 

How beautiful on all the hills 

The crimson light is shed ! 
'Tis like the peace the Christian gives 

To mourners round his bed. 

How mildly on the wandering cloud 

The sunset beam is cast \ 
'Tis like the memory left behind 

When loved ones breathe their last. 

And now, above the dews of night, 

The yellow star appears ; 
So faith springs in the heart of those 

Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 
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But soon the morning's happier light 

Its glory shall restore, 
And eyelids that are sealed in death 

Shall wake to close no more. 



Elizabeth Townsend. 

1NC0MPRBHBN8IB1LITT OF GOD. 

Where art thou ? Thou ! Source and Support of 
That is or seen or felt ; Thyself unseen, [all 

Unfelt, unknown — alas ! unknowable ! 
I look abroad among thy works : the sky, 
Vast, distant, glorious with its world of suns, 
Life-giving earth, and ever-moving main, 
And speaking winds, and ask if these are Thee ! 
The stars that twinkle on, the eternal hills, 
The restless tide's outgoing and return. 
The omnipresent and deep-breathing air- 
Though hailed as gods of old, and only less — 
Are not the Power I seek ; are thine, not Thee ! 
I ask Thee from the past ; if in the years. 
Since first Intelligence could search its source. 
Or in some former, unremember'd being 
(If such, perchance, were mine), did they behold 
And next mterrogate Futurity — [Thee ! 

So fondly tenanted with better things 
Than e'er experience own'd— but both are mute ; 
And past and future, vocal on all else, 
So full of memories and phantasies. 
Are deaf and speechless here ! Fatigued, I tufti 
From all vain parley with the elements ; 
And. close mine eyes, and bid the thought turn in- 
From each material thing its anxious guest, [ward. 
If, in the stillness of the waiting soul. 
He may vouchsafe himself. Spirit to spirit ! 
Oh Thou, at once most dreaded and desired, 
Pavilion'd still in darkness, wilt thou hide thee % 

Y8 
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What though the rash request be frauffht with &te, 
Nor human eye may look on thine and live 1 
Welcome the penalty ! let that come now 
Which soon or late must come. For light like this 
Who would not dare to die ? 

Peace, my proud aim, 
And hush the wish that knows not what it asks. 
Await his will, who hath appointed this 
With every other trial. Be that will 
t>one now as ever. For thy curious search, 
And unprepared solicitude to gaze 
On Him — the Unreveal'd — ^learn hence, instead. 
To temper highest hope with humbleness. 
Pass thy novitiate in these outer courts. 
Till rent the veil, no longer separating 
The holiest of all ; as erst disclosing 
A brighter dispensation ; whose resists 
Ineffsu>le, interminable, tend 
E'en to the perfecting thyself, thy kind, 
Till meet for that subUme beatitude, 
By the firm promise of a voice from heaven 
Pledged to the pure in heart ! 



HSHBT WaES, Jb« 

TO THE UR8A MAJOR. 



With what a stately and majestic step 
That fflorious constellation of the north 
Treaft its eternal circle ! going forth 
Its princely way among the stars in slow 
And silent brightness. Mighty one, all hail ! 
IJoy to see thee on thy glowing path 
Walk, like some stout and girded giant ; stenii 
Unwearied, resolute, whose toiling foot 
Disdains to loiter on its destined way. 
The other tribes forsake their midnight track, 
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And rest their weary orbs beneath the wave ; 
But thou dost never close thy burning eye, 
Nor stay thy steadfast step. But on, still on^ 
While systems change, and suns retire, and woilds 
Slumber and wake, thy ceaseless march proceeds. 
The near horizon tempts to rest in vain. 
Thou, faithful sentinel, dost never quit 
Thy long appointed watch ; but, sleepless still, 
Dost guard tne fixM light of the universe, 
And bid the north for ever know its place. 
Ages have witnessed thy devoted trust, ^ 
Unchanged, unchanging. When the sons of God 
Sent forth that shout of joy which rang through 

heaven, 
And echoed from the outer spheres that bound 
The iUimitable universe, thy voice 
Join'd the high chorus ; from thy radiant orbs 
The glad £ry sounded, swelling to His praise, 
Who thus had cast another sparkling gem, 
Little, but beautiful, amid the crowd 
Of splendours that enrich his firmament. 
As thou art now, so wast thou then the same. 
Ages have loWd their course, and time grown gray ; 
The earth has gatherM to her womb again. 
And, yet again, the myriads that were born 
Of her uncounted, unremember'd tribes. 
The seas have changed their beds ; the eternal hiUs 
Have stoop'd with age ; the solid continents 
Have left their banks ; and man*^s imperisl works— 
The toil, pride, strength of kingdoms, which had flung 
Their haughty honours in the face of Heaven, 
As if immortal — ^have been swept away : 
Shattered and mouldering, buried- and forgot. 
But time has shed noMimness on thy front, 
Nor touched the firmness of thy tread; youth, 

strength. 
And beauty still are thine ; as clear, as bright. 
As when the Almighty Former seiit thee forth, 
Beautiful o£fsprkig of his curious skill« 
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To watch earth^s northern beacon, and proclaim 
The eternal chorus of eternal Love. 

I wonder as I gaze. That stream of light, 
Undimm^d, unquench'd— just as I see it now — 
Has issued from those dazzhng points through years 
That go back far into eternity. 
Exhaustless flood ! for ever spent, renewed 
For ever ! Yea, and those refulgent drops. 
Which now descend upon my lifted eye. 
Left their far fountain twice three years ago. 
While those winged particles, whose speed outstrips 
The flight of thought, were on their way, the earth 
Compass'd its tedious circuit round and round. 
And, in the extremes of annual change, beheld 
Six autumns fade, six springs renew their bloom. 
So far from earth those mighty orbs revolve ! 
So vast the void through which their beams descend ! 

Yes, glorious lamp of God ! He may have queoch'd 
^our ancient flames, and bid eternal night 
Rest on your spheres ; and yet no tidings reach 
This distant planet. Messengers still come 
Laden with your far fire, and we m^y seem 
To see your lights still burning ; while their blaze 
But hides the black wreck of extinguished realms, 
Where anarchy and darkness long have reign'd. 

Yet what is this, which to the astonished. mind 
Seems measureless, and which the baffle^ thought 
Confounds ? A spap, a point, in those domains 
Which the keen eye can traverse. Seven stars 
Dwell in that brilliant cluster, and the sight 
Embraces all at once ; yet each from each 
Recedes as far as each of them from earth. 
And every star from every other bums 
No less remote. From the profound of heaven, 
Untravell'd even in thought, keen, pitercing rays 
Dart through the void, revealing to the sense 
Systems and worlds unnumbered. Take the glass 
And search the skies. The opening skies pour down 
Upon your gaze thick showers of sparkling fire ; 
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Stars, crowded, throngM, in regions so remote, 
That their swift beams — ^the swiftest things that be— 
Have travelled centuries on their flight to earth. 
Earth, smi, and nearer constellations ! what 
Are ye amid this infinite extent 
And multitude of Gkxl's most infinite works ! 

And these are suns ! vast, central, living fires, 
Lords of dependant systems, kings of woilds 
That wait as satellites upon their power. 
And flourish in their smUe. Awake, my soul, 
And meditate the wonder ! Countles's suns 
Blaze round thee, leading forth their countless 

worlds ! 
Worlds in whose bosoms living things rejoice. 
And drink the bliss of being from the fount 
Of ajU-pervading Love. What mind can know. 
What tongue can utter, all their multitudes ! 
Thus numberless in numberless abodes ! 
Known but to thee, bless'd Father ! Thine they are, 
Thy children, and thy care ; and none o'erlook'd 
Of thee ! No, not the humblest soul that dwells 
Upon the humblest globe, which wheels its course 
Amid the giant glories of the sky, 
lake the mean mote that dances in the beam 
Among the mirror'd lamps, which fling 
Their wasteful splendour from the palace wall. 
None, none escape the kindness of thy care ; 
All compass'd underneath thy spacious wing. 
Each fed and guided by thy powerful hand. 

Tell me, ye splendid orbs ! as from your throne 
Ye mark the rolling provinces that own 
Your sway, what lyings fill those bright abodes ? 
How form'd, how gifted t what their powers, their 

state. 
Their happiness, their wisdom ! Do they bear 
The stamp of human nature 1 Or has God 
Peopled those purer realms with lovelier forms 
And more celestial minds ? Does Innocence 
Still wear her native and untainted bloom 1 
Or has Sin breathed his deadly blight abroad. 
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And sow^d corruption in those fainr bowers ? 

Has War trod o^er them with his foot of fire ? 

And Slavery forged his chains ; and Wrath, and Hate, 

And sordid Selfishness, and cruel Lust, 

Leagued their base bands to tread out light and truth, 

And scatter'd wo where Heaven luad planted joy ! 

Or are they yet all paradise, unfallen 

And uncorrupt ; existence one long joy, 

Without disease upon the frame, or sin 

Upon the heart, or weariness of life ; 

Hope never quench'd, and age unknown. 

And death unfear'd ; while fresh and fadeless youth 

Glows in the light from God's near throne of love 1 

Open your lips, ye wonderful and fair ! 
Speak, speak ! the mysteries of those living worlds 
Unfold ! No language ? Everlasting light 
And everlasting silence t Yet the eye 
May read and understand. The hand of €rod 
Has written legibly what man may know. 
The olorv of the Maker. There it shines. 
Ineffable, unchangeable ; and man. 
Bound to the surface of this pigmy globe. 
May know and ask no more. In other days. 
When death shall give the encumberM spirit wings. 
Its range shall be extended ; it shall roam. 
Perchance, among those vast mysterious spheres. 
Shall pass from orb to orb, and dwell in each, 
Familiar with its children ; learn their laws, 
And share their state, and study and adore 
The infinite varieties of bliss 
And beauty, by the hand of Power divine 
Lavished on all its works. Eternity 
Shall thus roll on with ever fresh delight ; 
No pause of pleasure or improvement ; world 
On world stilt opening to the instructed mind 
An unexhausted universe, and time 
But adding to its glories. While the soul. 
Advancing ever to the Source of light 
And all perfection, lives, adores, and reigns 
In cloudless knowledge, purity, and bliss. 
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THI TISION OF LIBIBTT. 

Thk evening heavens were calm and bright; 

No dimness rested on the glittering light, [high ; 
That sparkled from that wiLdemess of worlds on 

Those distant suns bum'd on in quiet ray ; 

The placid planets held their modest way ; [sky. 
And silence reign'd profound o'er earth, and sea, and 

Oh what an hour for lofty thought ! 

My spirit bum'd within ; I caught 
A holy mspiration from the hour. 

Around me man and nature slept ; 

Alone my solemn watch I kept, 
Till morning dawned, ahd sleep resumed her power. 

A vision pass'd upon my soul. 
I still was gazing up to heaven. 
As in the early hours of even ; 

I still beheld the planets roll, 
And all those countless sons of light [less night. 
Flame from the broad blue arch, and guide the moon- 
When lo, upon the plain. 

Just where it skirts the swelling main, 

A massive castle, far and high, 

In towering grandeur broke upon my eye. 
Proud in its strength and years, the pond'ifous pile 

Flung up its timeHdef3dng towers ; 
Its lofty gates seem'd scornfully to smile 

At vain assault of human powers, 
And threats and arms deride. 
Its gorgeous carvings of heraldic pride 

In giant masses graced the walls above^ 
And dungeons yawn'd below. 

Yet ivj there and moss their garlands wove. 
Grave, silent chroniclers of time's protracted flow* 



r — — ' — 

Bursting on my steadfast gaze. 
See, within, a sudden blaze ! 
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So small at first, the zephyr's slightest swell, 
That scarcely stirs the pine-tree top, 
Nor makes the withered leaf to drop. 

The feeble fluttering of that flame would quelL 

But soon it spread — 

Waving, rushing, fierce, and red — 

From wall to wail, from tower to tower, 

Raging with resistless power ; 
TiU every fervent pillar glow'd. 

And every stone seemM burning coal, 
Instinct with living heat, that fiow'd 

Like streaming radiance from the kindled pole. 

Beautiful, fearful, grand. 

Silent as death, I saw the fabric stand. 

At length a crackling sound began ; 

From side to side, throughout the pile it ran ; 

And louder yet and louder grew. 

Till now in rattling thunder-peals it grew ; 

Huge shivered fragments from the pifiars broke, 

like fiery sparkles from the anvil's stroke. 

The shatterd walls were rent and riven, 

And piecemeal driven 

Like blazing comets through the troubled sky. ' 

'Tis done ; what centuries had rear'd, 

In quick explosion disappeared, 
Nor even its ruins met my wondering eye. 

But in their place — 

Bright with more than human grace. 

Robed in more than mortal seeming, 
Radiant glory in her face, fing — 

And eyes with heaven's own brightness beam- 
Rose a fair majestic form. 
As the mild rainbow from the storm. 
I mark'd her smile, I knew her eye ; 

And when, with gesture of command, 

She waved aloft the cap-crown*d wand, 
My slumbers fled mid shouts of ^< Liberty !" 
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Read ye the dream ? and know ye not 
How truly it unlocked the world of fate 1 

Went not the flame from this illustrious spot, 
And spreads it not^ and bums in every state? 

And when their old and cumbrous walls, 
Fill'd with this spirit, glow intense. 
Vainly they rear'd their impotent defence : 

The fabric faUs ! 

That fervent energy must spread. 
Till despotism^s towers be overthrown ; 

And in their stead. 
Liberty stands alone ! 

Hasten the day, just Heaven ! 

Accomplish thy design ; 
And let the blessings thou hast freely given, 

Freely on all men shine ; 
Till equal rights be equally enjoy'd. 
And human power for human good employ'd ; 
Till law, not, the sovereign rule sustain, 
And peace and virtue un£sputed reign. 



W. E. Gallaudet. 

* LINES TO THB WBSTBEN MUMMT. 

Oh, Stranger, whose repose profound 
These latter ages dare to break, 

And call thee from beneath the ground 
Ere nature did thy slumber shake ! 

What wonders of the secret earth 
Thy lip, too silent, might reveal ! 

Of tribes round whose mysterious birth 
A thousand envious ages wheel ! 

Z 
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Thy race, by savage war o'emin, 

Sunk down, their very name forgot ; 
But, ere those fearful times begun, 
Perhaps, in this sequestered spot. 

By Friendship's hand thine eyelids closed, 
By Friendship's hand the turf was laid ; 

And Friendship* here, perhaps, reposed. 
With moonlight vigds in the shade. 

The stars have run their nightly round. 
The sun look'd out and pass'd his way, 

And many a season o'er the ground 
Has trod where thou so softly lay. 

And wilt thou not one moment raise 
Thy weary head, a while to see 

The later sports of earthly days, 
How like what once enchanted thee t 

Thy name, thy date, thy life declare ; 

rerhaps a queen, whose feathery band 
A thousand maids have sigh'd to wear. 

The brightest in thy beauteous land ; 

Perhaps a Helen, from whose eve 
Love kindled up the flames of war : 

Ah, me ! do thus thy graces lie 
A faded phantom, and no more ? 

Oh, not Hke thee would I remain. 
But o'er the earth my ashes strew, 

And in some lising bud regain 
The freshness that my childhood knew. 

But has thy soul, oh maid ! so long 
Around this mournful relic dwelt t 

Or burst away, with pinion strong. 
And at the foot of Mercy knelt ! 
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Or has it, in some distant clime, 
With curious eye, unsated, stray'd, 

And, down the winding stream of time, 
On every changeful current play'd? 

Or, lock'd in everlasting sleep, 
Must we thy heart extinct deplore, 

Thy fancy lost in darkness weep, 
And sigh for her who feels no more ^ 

Or, exiled to some humbler sphere, 
In yonder wood-dove dost thou dwell, 

And, murmuring in the stranger^s ear. 
Thy tender melancholy tell 1 

Whoe'er thou be, thy sad remains 
Shall from the Muse a tear demand, 

Who, wandering on these distant plains. 
Looks fondly to a distant land. 



I. M'Lellan, Jr. 



THE NOTIfl OF THE BIRDS. 

Well do I love those various harmonies 
That ring so fayly in Spring's budding woods. 
And in the thickets, and green, quiet haunts, 
And lonely copses of the Summer-time, 
And in rea Autumn's ancient soUtudes. 

If thou art pain'd with the world's noisy stir. 
Or crazed with its mad tumults, and weigh'd down 
With any of the ills of human life ; 
If thou art sick and weak, or moumest at the loss 
Of brethren gone to that far-distant land 
To which we all do pass, gentle and poor, 
The gayest and the gravest, all alike, 
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'flien turn into the peaceful woods, and hear 
The thrilling music of the forest birds. 

How rich the varied choir ! The unquiet finch 
Calls from the distant hollows, and the wren 
Uttereth her sweet and mellow plaint at times, 
And the thrush moumeth where the kalmia huigs 
Its crimson-spotted cups, or chirps, half hid 
Amid the lowly do^ood's snowy flowers. 
And the blue jay flits by, from tree to tree. 
And, spreading its rich pinions, fills the ear 
With its shrill-sounding and unsteady cry. 

With the sweet airs of Spring, the robin comes, 
And in her simple song there seems to gush 
A strain of sorrow when she visiteth 
Her last year's withered nest. But when the gloom 
Of the deep twilight falls, she takes her perch 
Upon the red stemm'd hazel's slender twig, 
That overhang the brook, and suits her song 
To the slow nvulet's inconstant chime. 

In the last days of Autumn, when the com 
Lies sweet and yellow in the harvest field. 
And the gay company of reapers bind 
The beaiSed wheat in sheaves, then peals abroad 
The blackbird's merry chant. * I love to hear. 
Bold plunderer, thy mellow burst of song 
Float from thy watchplace on the mossy tree 
Close at the cornfield edge. 

Lone whipporwill. 
There is much sweetness in thy fitful hymn, 
Heard in the drowsy watches of the night. 
Ofttimes, when all the viUage lights are out. 
And the wide air is still, I hear thee chant 
Thy hollow dirge, like some recluse who takes 
His lodging in the wilderness of woods. 
And lifts his anthem when the world is still : 
And the dim, solemn night, that brings to man 
And to the herds deep slpmbers, and sweet dews 
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To the red roses and the herbs, doth find 

No eye, save thine, a watcher in her halls. 

I hear thee oft at midnight, when the thrush 

And the green, roving linnet are at rest. 

And the blithe, twittering swallows have long ceased 

Their noisy note, and folded up their wings. 

Far up some brook's still course, whose current 
mmes 
The forest's blackened roots, and whose green marge 
Is seldom visited by human foot, 
The lonely heron sits, and harshly breaks 
The Sabbath sUence of the wilderness : 
And you may find her by some reedy pool. 
Or brooding gloomily on the time-stain'd rock, 
Beside some misty and far-reaching lake. 

Most awful is thy deep and heavy boom. 
Gray watcher of the waters ! Thou art king 
Of the blue lake ; and all the winged kind 
Do fear the echo of thine angry cry. 
How bright thy savage eye ! Thou lookest down. 
And seest the shining fishes as they glide ; 
And, poising thy gray wing, thy glossy beak 
Swift as an arrow strikes its roving prey. 
Ofttimes I see thee, through the curhng mist, 
Dart like a spectre of the night, and hear 
Thy strange, bewildering cs£, like the wild scream 
Of one whose Ufe is perishing in the sea. 

And now, wouldst thou, oh man ! delight the ear 
With earth's delicious sounds, or charm the eye 
With beautiful creations ? Then pass forth. 
And find them mid those many-colour'd birds 
That fill the glowing woods. The richest hues 
Lie in their splendid plumage, and their tones 
Are sweeter than the music of the lute. 
Or the harp's melody, or the notes that gush 
So thrilUngly from Beauty's ruby lip. 

Z2 



i 



270 ' MICAH p. FLINT. 



MiCAH P. Flikt. 

UMI8 ON PJLSSINO THI OBATI OF MT SItTBB. 

On yonder shore, on yonder shore, 
Now verdant with the depth of shade, 

Beneath the white-arm'd sycamore, 
There is a little infant laid. 

Forgive this tear. A brother weeps. 

"Hs there the faded floweret sleeps. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone, 
And summer's forests o'er her wave ; 

And sighing winds at autumn moan 
Around the little stranger's grave. 

As though they murmur'd at the fate 

Of one so lone and desolate. 

In sounds that seem like Sorrow's own, 
Their funeral dirges faintly creep ; 

Then, deep'ning to an organ tone, 
In all their solemn cadence sweep^ 

And pour, unheard, along the wild, 

Their desert anthem o'er a child. 

She came and pass'd. Can I forget 
How we, whose hearts had hau'd her birth. 

Ere three autumnal suns had set, 
Consign'd her to her mother Earth! 

Joys and their memories pass away ; 

But ffriefs are deeper traced than they. 

We laid her in her narrow cell, 
We heap'd the soft mould on her breast, 

And parting tears, like raindrops, fell 
Upon her lonely place of rest. 

May angels guard it ; may they Uess 

Her slumbers in the wilderness. 
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She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

For, ah unheard, on yonder shore, 
The sweeping flood, with torrent moan. 

At evening lifts its solemn roar, 
As, in one broad, eternal tide. 
Its rolling waters onward ghde. 

There is no marble monument. 
There is no stone, with graven lie, 

To tell of love and virtue blent 
In one almost too good to die. 

We needed no such useless trace 

To point us to her resting-place. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

But, mid the tears of April showers. 
The genius of the wild hath strown 

His germes of fruits, his fairest flowers, 
And cast his robe of vernal bloom, 
In guardian fondness, o'er her tomb. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

But yearly is her grave-turf dressed, 
And still the summer- vines are thrown, 

In annual wreaths, across her breast. 
And still the sighing autumn grieves. 
And strews the haltow'd spot with leaves. 



George H. Calvert, 
washington. from arnold and andrr, a dramatic 

VRAOMCNT. 

Old Officer. My general, I know this people 
And all the virtues which Old England claims, [well ; 
As the foundations of her happiness 
And greatness — such as reverence of law 
And custom, prudence, female chastity, 
And with them, independence, fortitude. 
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Courage, and sturdiness of purpose — ^have 
Been here transplanted from their native soil, 
And flourish unaegenerate. From these — 
Sources exhaustible but with the life 
That feeds them — their severe intents take birth, 
And draw the lusty sustenance to mould 
The limbs and body of their own fulfilment, 
So that performance lag not after purpose. 
They are our countrymen. They are, as well 
In manly resolution as in blood, 
The children of our fathers. Washington 
Doth know no other language than the one 
We speak : and never did an English tongue 
Give voice unto a larger, wiser mind. 
YouTl task your judgment vainly to point out, 
' Through all this desperate conflict, in his plans 
A flaw, or fault in execution. He 
In spirit is unconquerable, as 
In genius perfect. Side by side I fought 
With him in that disastrous enterprise 
Where rash young Braddock fell ; and there I mark'd 
The vet'ran's skill contend for mastery 
With youthful courage in his wondrous deeds. 
Well might the bloody Indian warrior pause, 
Amid his massacre confounded, and 
His baffled rifle's aim, till then unerring. 
Turn from " that tall young man," and deem in awe 
That the Great Spirit hover'd over him ; 
For he, of all our mounted oflicers. 
Alone came out unscathed from that dread carnage. 
To guard our shatter'd army's swift retreat. 
For years did his majestic form hold place 
Upon my mind, stamped in that perilous hour, 
In th' image of a strong-arm'd friend, until 
I met him next as a resistless foe. 
'Twas at the fight near Princeton. In quick mareli. 
Victorious o'er his van, onward we press'd ; 
When, moving with firm pace, led by the chief 
Himself, the central force encounter'd us. 
One moment paused th' opposing hosts, and then 
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The rattling roUey hid the death it bore : 
Another, and the sudden cloud, uproU'd, 
Displayed, midway between the adverse lines, 
His drawn sword gleaming high, the chief, as though 
That crash of deadly music, and the burst 
Of sulphurous vapour, had from out the earth 
Summoned the god of war. Doubly exposed, 
He stood unharm'd. Like eagles tempest-borne 
Rushed to his side his men ; and had our souls 
And arms with twofold strength been braced, we yet 
Had not withstood that onset. Thus does he 
Keep ever with occasion even step ; 
Now warily before our eager speed 
Retreating, tempting us with battle's promise 
Only to toil us with a vain pursuit ; 
Now wheeling rapidly about our flajiks, 
Startling our ears with sudden peal of war, 
And fronting in the thickest of the fight 
The common soldier's death, stirring the blood 
Of faintest hearts to deeds of bravery 
By his great presence. 



Alfred B. Street. 

▲ rORIST WALK. 



" Why should we cniTe a hallowed spot f 
An altar is in each man's cot, 
A church in erery gn^ve that spreads 
Its living roof above our heads." 

Wordsworth's " God m Natwrt.^ 

A LOVELY sky, a cloudless sun, 

A wind that breathes of leaves and flowers, 
O'er hill, through dale, my steps have won, 

To the cool forest's shadowy bowers ; 
One of the paths all round that wind. 

Traced by the browsing herds, I choose, 
And sights and sounds of human kind. 

In nature's lone recesses lose ; 
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The beech displays its marbled bark, 
The spruce its green tent stretches wide, 

While scowls the hemlock, grim and dark, 
The maple's scallops dome beside : 

All weave on high a verdant roof, 
' That keeps the very sun aloof. 

Making a twilight soft and green, 

Within the column'd, vaulted scene. 

Sweet forest odours have their birth 

From the clothed boughs and teeming earth ; 

Where pinecones droppM, leaves piled and dead. 

Long tufts of grass, and stars of fern, 

With many a wild flower's fairy urn, 
A thick, elastic carpet spread ; 
Here, with its mossy paU, the trunk. 
Resolving into soil, is sunk ; 
There, wrench'd but lately from its throne, 

By some fierce whirlwind circling past. 
Its huge roots mass'd with earth and stone, 

One of the woodland kings is cast. 

Above, the forest tops are bright 
With the broad blaze of sunny light : 
But now, a fitful airgust parts 

The screening branches, and a glow 
Of dazzling, startling radiance darts 

Down the dark stems, and breaks below ; 
The mingled shadows off are roU'd, 
The sylvan floor is bathed in gold : 
Low sprouts and herbs, before unseen. 
Display their shades of brown and green ; 
Tints brighten o'er the velvet moss. 
Gleams twinkle on the laurel's gloss ; 
The robin, brooding in her nest. 
Chirps as the quick ray strikes her breast, 
And as my shadow prints the ground, 
I see the rabbit upward bound, 
With pointed ears an instant look, 
Then scamper to the darkest nook, 
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Where, with crouched limb and staring eye, 
He watches while I saunter by. 

A narrow vista, carpeted 

With rich green grass, invites my tread; 

Here showers the light in golden dots, 

There sleeps the shade in ebon spots ; 

So blended, that the very air 

Seems network as I enter there. 

The partridge, whose deep-rolling drrnn 

Afar has sounded on my ear. 
Ceasing his beatings as I come. 

Whirrs to the sheltering branches near ; 
The httle milksnake glides away, 
The brindled marmot dives from day ; 
And now, between the boughs, a space 
Of the blue laughing sky I trace ; 
On each side shrinks the bowery shade ; 
Before me spreads an emerald glade ; 
The sunshine steeps its grass smd moss, 
That couch my footsteps as I cross ; 
Merrily hums the tawny bee, 
The guttering hiynming-bird I see ; 
Floats the bright butterfly along. 
The insect choir is loud m song : 
A spNOt of light and life, it seems 
A fairy haunt for fancy dreams. 

Here stretch'd, the pleasant turf I press. 
In luxury of idleness ; 
Sun-streaks, and glancing wings, and sky, > 
Spotted with cloud-shapes, charm my eye ; 
While murmuring grass, and waving trees. 
Their leaf-harps sounding to the breeze, 
And water-tones that timde near. 
Blend their sweet music to my ear ; 
And by the changing shades sdone, 
The passage of the hours are known. 



A 



276 ALnUSD B. 8TREST* 



▲N AinBIOAN VOBBtT SPBIMO. 

NoiT fluttering breeze, now stormy blast, 

Mild rain, then blustering snow : 
Winter's stem, fettering cold is passed, 

But, sweet Spring! where art thouT 
The white cloud floats mid smiling blue, 
The broad bright sunshine's ffolden hue 

Bathes the still frozen earm : 
'TIS changed ! above, black vapours roll: 
We turn from our eiq)ected stroll, 

And seek the blazing hearth. 

Hark ! that sweet carol ! with delight 

We leave the stifling room ! 
The little bluebird greets our sight. 

Spring, glorious Spring has come ! 
The south wind's balm is in the air. 
The melting snow- wreathes everywhere 

Are leaping off" in showers ; 
And Nature, m her brightening looks, 
Tells that her flowers, and leaves, and brooks^ 

And birds will soon be ourst 

A few soft, sunny days have shone. 

The air has lost its chiU, 
A bright green tinge succeeds the biown 

Upon the southern hill. 
Off to the woods ! a pleasant scene ! 
Here sprouts the fresh young wintergreeOt 

There swells a mossy mound ; 
Though in the hollows drifts are piled. 
The wandering wind is sweet and mild, 

And buds are bursting round. 

Where its long rin^ uncurls the fern, 

The violet, nestling low. 
Casts back the white lid of its urn, 

Its purple streaks to show : 
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Beautiful blossom ! first to rise 

And smile beneath Spring's wakening skies. 

The courier of the band 
Of coming flowers, what feelings sweet 
Gush, as the silvery gem we meet 

Upon its slender wand. 

A sudden roar — a shade is cast-» 

We look up with a start, 
And, sounding like a transient blast, 

Overhead the pigeons dart ; 
Scarce their blue glancing shapes the eye 
Can trace, ere^ dotted on the sky, 

They wheel in distant flight. 
A chirp ! and swift the squirrel scours 
Alon^ the prostrate trunk, and cowers 

Within its clefts Arom sight. 

Amid the creepmg yine, which i^reads 

Its thick ana verdant wreath, 
The scaurberry's downy spangle sheds 

Its rich, delicious breath. 
The bee-swarm murmurs by, and now 
It clusters black on yonder bough : 

The robin's mottled breast 
Glances that sunny spot across, 
As round it seeks the twig and moss 

To frame its summer nest. 

Warmer is each successire sky. 

More sojft the breezes pass, 
The maple's gems of crimson lie 

Upon the thick ffreen grass. 
The dogwood sheds its clusters white, 
The birch has dropped its tassels slight, 

Cowslips are round the rill ; 
The thresher whistles in the glen. 
Flutters around the waibling wren. 

And swamps have vdces shrilL 

Aa 
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A simultaneous burst of leaves 

Has clothed the forest now, 
A single day's bright sunshine weaves 

This vivid, gorgeous show. 
Masses of shade are cast beneath, 
The flowers are spread in varied wreath. 

Night brings its soft, sweet moon ; 
Mom wakes in mist, and twilight gray 
Weeps its bright dew, and smiling May 

Melts into blooming June ! 



J. K. Mitchell. 

80N6 OF THB PRAIBII. 



Oh ! fly to the prairie, sweet maiden, with me, 
As green, and as wide, and as wild as the sea ! 
Its bosom of velvet the summer winds ride, 
And rank grass is waving in billowy phde. 

The city's a prison too narrow for thee— 

Then away to the prairies so boundless and free ! 

Where the sight is not checked till the prairie and 

skies. 
In harmony blending, commingle their dyes. 

The fkwns in the meadow-fields fearlessly play- 
Away to the chase, lovely maiden, awajr ! 
Bound, bound to thy courser, the bison is near! 
And list to the tramp of the light-footed deer. 

Let England exult in her dogs and her chase — 
Oh ! what's a king's park to this limitless space I 
No fences to leap and no thickets to turn. 
No owners to injure, no furrows to spurn. 

But, softly as thine on the carpeted hall. 
Is heard the light foot of the courser to fall ; 
And close matted grass no impression receives, 
As ironless hoofs bound aloft from the leaves. 
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Oh, fly to the prairie ! the eagle is there : 
He gracefully wheels in the cloud-speckled air ; 
And timidly hiding her delicate young, 
The prairie-hen hushes her beautiful song. 

Oh, fly to the prairie, sweet maiden, with me ! 
The vine and the prairie-rose blossom for thee ; 
And, hailing the moon in the prairie-propped sky, 
The mocking-bird echoes the katydid's cr;r. 

Let Mexicans boast of their herds and their steeds, 
The free prairie-hunter no shepherd-boy needs ; 
The bison, like clouds, overshadow the place. 
And the wild spotted coursers invite to the chase. . 

The citizen picks at his turtle and fowls. 
And stomachless over his fricassee growls : 
We track the wild turkey ; the rifle suppUes 
The food for the board and the stomach to prize. 

The farmer may boast of his grass and his grains- 
He sows them m labour, and reaps them in pain ; 
But here the deep soil no exertion requires, 
Enrich'd by the ashes, and cleared by the fires. 

Then fly to the prairie in wonder, and gaze, 
As sweeps o'er the grass the magnificent blaze ; 
The world cannot boast more romantic a sight— r 
A continent flaming, and oceans of light ! 

The woodman delights in his trees and his shade-— 
But see ! there's no sun on the cheek of his maid ; 
His flowers are faded, his blossoms are pale, 
And mildew is riding his vapoury gale. 

Then fly to the prairie ! no bush to obscure, 
No marsh to exhale, and no ague to cure, [breeze. 
Translucent and fresh comes the grass-scented 
UnchiU'd by the mountain, unbroken by trees. 

Sublime from the north he descends in his wrath, 
And scatters the reeds in his snow-cover'd path ; 
Or, loaded with incense, steals in from the west, 
As bees from the prairie-rose fly to their nest. 



260 EDWARD BANDFORD. 

Oh, fly to the prairie ! for freedom is there ! 
Love lights not that home with the torch of deqwir ! 
No wretch to entreat, and no lord to deny, 
No gossips to slander, no neighbour to pry. 

But struggling not there the heart's impulse to hide, 
Love leaps like the (bunt from the crystal-rock side, 
And strong as its adamant, pure as its sprinff, ^ 
Waves wildly in sunbeams Ids rose-colour'd wing. 



Edward Sanford. 

addri88 to black hawk. 

There's beauty on thy brow, old chief! the high 

And manly beauty of the Roman mould, 
And the keen flashing of thy full dark eye 

Speaks of a heart that years have not made cold ; 
Of passions scathed not by the blight of time ; 

Ambition, that survives the battle route. 
The man within thee scorns to play the mime 

To gaping crowds that compass thee about. 
Thou walkest, with thy warriors by thy side. 
Wrapped in fierce hate, and high, unconquer'd pride. 

Chief of a hundred wirriors ! dost thou yet — 
Vanquished and captive — dost thou deem that here, 

The glowing daystar of thy glory set- 
Dull night has closed upon thy bright career! 

Old forest lion, caught and caged at last. 
Dost pant to roam again thy native wildt 

To gloat upon the lifeblood flowing fast 
Of thy crush'd victims ; and to slay the child, 

To dabble in the gore of wives and mothers, 

And kill, old Turk! thy harmless, pale-faoed broth- 
ers? 
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For it was cruel, Black Hawk, thus to flutter 

The dovecotes of the peaceful pioneers. 
To let thy tribe commit such fierce and utter 

Slaughter among the folks of the frontiers. 
Though thine be old, hereditary hate, 

Begot in wrongs, and nursed in blood, until 
It had become a madness, 'tis too late 

To crush the hordes who have the power and will 
To rob thee of thy hunting-grounds and fountains, 
And drive thee backward to the Rocky Mountains. 

Spite of thy looks of cold indifference, [wonder ; 

There's much thou'st seen that must excite thy 
Wakes not upon thy quick and startled sense 

The cannon's harsh and pealing voice of thunder t 
Our big canoes, with white And widespread wings, 

That sweep the waters as birds sweep the sky ; 
Our steamboats, with their iron lungs, like things 

Of breathing Ufe, that dash and hurry by ? 
Or, if thou scom'st the wonders of the ocean, 
What think'st thou of our railroad locomotion ? 

Thou'st seen our museums, beheld the dummies 

That grin in darkness in their coffin cases ; 
What think'st thou of the art of making mummies, 

So that the worms shrink from their dry embraces t 
Thou'st seen the mimic tyrants of the stage 

Strutting, in paint and feathers, for an hour ; 
Thou'st heard tne bellowing of their tragic rage, 

Seen their eyes glisten, and their dark brows lower. 
Anon, thou'st seen them, when their wrath cool'd 
Pass in a moment from a king — to clown, [down. 

Thou see'st these things unmoved ! say'st so, old 
fellow? 
Then teU us, have the white man's glowing daugh- 
ters 
Set thy cold blood in motion 1 Has't been mellow 
By a sly cup or so of our fire-waters ? 

Aa3 
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They are thy peoi^e's deadliest poison. They 
First make them cowards, and then white men's 

And sloth, and penury, and passion's prey, [slaves ; 
And lives of misery, and early graves. 

For, by their power, believe me, not a day goes 

But kills some Foxes, Sacs, and Winnebagoes. 

Say, does thy wandering heart stray far away. 

To the deep bosom of thy forest-home ? 
The hillside, where thy young pappooses play. 

And ask, amid their sports, when thou wilt come I 
Come not the wailings of thy gentle squaws 

For their lost warrior loud upon thine ear. 
Piercing athwart the thunder of huzzas, 

That, yell'd at every comer, meet thee here I 
The wife who made that shell-deck'd wampum beh, 
Thy nigged heart must think of her— and melt. 

Chafes not thy heart, as chafes the panting breast 

Of the caged bird against his prison bars. 
That thou, 3ie crown'd warrior of the West, 

The victor of a hundred forest wars, 
Shouldst in thy age become a raree show, 

Led, like a walking bear, about the town, 
A new-caught monster, who is all the go. 

And stared at, gratis, by the ga^ng clown! 
Boils not thy blood while thus thou'rt led about, 
The sport and mockery of the rabble rout ? 

Whence came thy cold philosophy t whence came. 

Thou teariess, stem, and uncomplaining one, 
The power that taught thee thus to veil the flame 

Of thy fierce passions ? Thou desjHsest fan. 
And thy proud spirit scorns the white men's glee, 

Sa,ve thy fierce sport, when at the funeral-pUe 
Of a bound warrior in his agony. 

Who meets thy horrid laugh with dying smile. 
Thy face, in length, reminds one of a Quaker's, 
lliy dances, too, are solemn as a Shaker's. 
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Proud sctoQ of a noble stem ! thy tree 

Is blanched, and bare, and sear'd, and leafless now. 
Ill not insult its fallen majesty, ^ 

Nor drive, with careless hand, the ruthless plough 
Over its roots, Tom from its parent mould, 

Rich, warm, and deep, its fresh, free, balmy air. 
No second verdure quickens in our cold, 

New, barren earth ; no life sustains it there. 
But, even though prostrate, 'tis a noble thing, 
Though crownless, powerless, " every inch a king." 

Give us thy hand, old nobleman of nature, 

Proud ruler of the forest aristocracy ; 
The best of blood glows in thy every feature, 

And thy curl'd lip speaks scorn for our democracy. 
Thou wear'st thy titles on that godlike brow ; 

Let him who doubts them meet thine eagle eye, 
He'U quail beneath its glance, and disavow 

All question of thy noble family ; 
For thou may'st here become, with strict propriety, 
A leader in our city good society. 



J. B. Van Schaick. 

JOSHUA COMIUNDINO TBI tUN AND MOON TO tTlND STILIm 

Tbc day rose elear on Gibeon. Her high towers 
Flashed the red sunbeams gloriously back, 
And the wind-driven banners, and the steel 
Of her ten thousand spears caught dazzlingly 
The sun, and on the fortresses of rock 
Play'd a soft giow, that as a mockery seem'd 
To the stem men who girded by its light. 
Beth-Horon in the distance slept, and breath 
Was pleasant in the vale of Ajalon, 
Where armed heels trod carelessly the sweet 
Wild qnces, and the trees of gum were shook* 



A 
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By the rude armour on their branches hung. 

Suddenly in the camp without the walls 

Rose, a deep murmur, and the men of war 

GatherM around their kings, and " Joshua ! 

From Gilgal, Joshua !" was whisper'd low, 

As with a secret fear, and then, at once, 

With the abruptness of a dream, he stood 

Upon the rock before them. Calmly then 

Raised he his helm, and with his temples bare, 

And hands upUfted to the sky, he prayed : 

" Grod of this people, hear ! and let the sun 

Stand upon Gibeon, still ; and let the moon 

Rest ia the vale of Ajalon I" He ceased : 

And lo ! the moon sits motionless, and earth 

Stands on her axis indolent. The sun 

Pours the unmoving column of his rays 

In undiminished heat ; the hours stand still ; 

The shade hath stoppM upon the dial's face ; 

The clouds and vapours that at night are wont 

To gather and enshroud the lower earth. 

Are struggUng with strange rays, breaking them up, 

Scattering the misty phalanx like a wand. 

Glancing o'er mountain tops, and shining down 

In broken masses on the astonished plains. 

The feverM cattle group in wondering herds ; 

The weary birds go to their leafy nests, 

But find no darkness there, and wander forth 

On feeble, fluttering wing to find a rest ; 

The parchM, baked earth, undamped by usual dews. 

Has gaped and craek'd, and heat, dry, midday heat. 

Comes like a drunkard's breath upon the heart. 

On with thy armies, Joshua ! The Lord 

Crod of Sabaoth is the avenger now ! 

His voice is in the thunder, and his wrath 

Poureth the beams of the retarded sun. 

With the keen strength of arrows, on their sight. 

The unwearied sun rides in the zenith sky ; 

Nature, obedient to her Maker's voice, 

Stops in full course all her mysterious wheels. 
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On ! till avenging swords have drunk the blood 
Of all Jehova£'8 enemies, and till 
Thy banners in returning triumph wave ; 
Then yonder orb shall set mid golden clouds, 
And, while a dewy rain falls soft on earth. 
Show in the heavens the glorious bow of God, 
Shining, the rainbow-banner of the skies. 



Clkmknt C. Moork. 



▲ TltlT PSOM ST. NICHOLlt. 



TwAs the night before Christmas, when aU through 

the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse ; 
The 'stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there ; 
The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugarplums danced through their 

heads; 
And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap. 
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap ; 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter : 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
The moon, on the breast of the new-fallen snow. 
Gave the lustre of midday to objects below. 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear. 
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer. 
With a little old driver, so Jively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came. 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by 

name; 
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer! now. 

Vixen! 
On ! Comet, on ! Cupid, on ! Donder and Blixen— 
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To the top of the porch ! to the top of the wall ! 
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away all !" 
As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly. 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky, 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 
With the sleigh full of toys — and St. Nicholas too. 
And then in a twinkUng I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 
As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
He was dressM s^ in fur, from his head to his foot; 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and 

soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
And he look'd like a pedler just opening his pack. 
His eyes, how they twinkled! his £mples, how 

merry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry ; 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow. 
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow. 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth. 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 
He had a broad face, and a little round belly, 
That shook, when he laugh'd, like a bowl full of jelly. 
He was chubby and plump ; a right jolly old elf; 
And I laugh'd, when I saw. him, in spite of myself. 
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head. 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work. 
And fiird all the stockings ; then turn'd with a jerk, 
And, laying his finger aside of his nose, 
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle. 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle ; 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 
" Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night !" 
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LUCT HOOPKR. 
THI D1U6HTSE OP HKSODUt. 

Lines written alter seeing: among a collection of beautiful 
paintings— copies from the old masters, recently sent to New- 
York from Italy— one representing the daughter of Herodias 
bearing the head of John the Baptist in a charger, and wearing 
ui>on her countenance an expression, not of triumph, as one 
might suppose, but rather of soft and sorrowful remorse, as she 
locMLs upon the calm and beautiful features of her victim. 

Mother ! I bring thy gift ; 
Take from my hand the dreaded boon ; I pray, 
Take it ; the still, pale sorrow of the face 
Hath left upon my soul its living trace, 

Never to pass away, 
Since from these lips one word of idle breath 
Blanche that calm face. Oh, mother ! this is death ! 

What is it that I see 

From all the pure and settled features gleaming ? 
Reproach ! reproach ! My dreams are strange and 
Mother ! hadst thou no pity on thy child t [wild. 

Lo ! a celestial smile seems softly beaming 
On thy hush'd lips ; my mother I canst thou brook 
Longer upon thy victim's face to look ? 

Alas ! at yester mom 
My heart was light, and to the vioPs sound 
I gayly danced, wli^e crowned with summer flowers, 
And swiftly by me sped the flying hours ; 

And all was joy around, 
Not death ! Oh, mother ! could I say thee nay } 
Take from thy daughter's hand thy boon away ! 

Take it ! my heart is sad ; 

And the pure forehead hath an icy chill. 
I dare not touch it, for avenging Heaven 
Hath shuddering visions to my fancy given ; 

And the pale face appals me, cold and still, 
With the closed lips. Oh, tell me ! could 1 know 
f hftt the pale features of the dead were so? 
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I may not turn away 
From the charm'd brow ; and I have heard 
Even as a prophet by his people spoken ; [name 

And that high brow in death bears seal and tolen 

Of one whose words were flame. 
Oh, holy teacher ! eouldst thou rise and live, 
Would not those hushed lips whisper, " I forgive 1" 

Away with lute and harp. 

With the glad heart for ever, and the dance ! 
Never again shall tabret sound for me ! 
Oh, fearful mother ! I have brought to thee 

The silent dead, with his rebuking glance. 
And the crushed heart of one to whom is given 
Wild dreams of judgment and offended Heaven! 



Thomas C. Upham. 



TBI MILLKNNIAL DlT. 



*< They shall not hart nor dettroy in all my holy moantam : 
for the earth shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord, as the 
waters that covet the sea."— Isa. zi., 9. 

Upon Grod's holy mountain all is peace. 
Of clanging arms, and cries, and waU, no sound 
Goes up to mingle with the gentle breeze. 
That bears its perfumed whispers all around. 
Beneath its trees, that spread their blooming Hght, 
The spotted leopard walks ; the ox is there ; 
The yellow lion stands in conscious might, 
Breathing the dewy and illumined air. 
A little child doth take him by the mane, 
And leads him forth, and plays beneath his breast. 
Naught breaks the quiet of that blessed domam, 
Naught mars its harmony and heavenly rest : 
Picture divine and emhUm of that day, [sway, 
when peace on earth and truth ahall hold unbroken 
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•OD WOMHIPPID IN HIS W0EK9. 

** Th0 hettens declare the glory of God : and the finimiiieirt 
•boweth hit handiwork. Day unto day nttereth speeeh, and 
night unto night showeth knowledge. There is no speech nor 
language where their toice is not heard.''~Ps. ziz., 1, 2, 3. 

Men use a different speech in different climes, 
But Nature hath one voice, and only one. 
Her wandering moon, her stars, her golden sun, 
Her woods and waters, m all lands and times. 
In one deep song proclaim the wondrous stoiy* 
They tell it to each other in the sky, 
Upon the winds they send it sounding high, 
Jehovah^s wisdom, goodness, power, and glory« 
I hear it come from mountain, cUff, and tree, 
Tea thousand voices in one voice united $ 
On every side the song encircles me. 
The whole round world reveres and is delighted.. 
Ah ! why, when heaven and earth lift up their voice^ 
Ah ! why should man alone nor worship nor rejoice I 



Elisa Follbn« 

NAHikNT. 



Hail, boundless Ocean ! mighty toT&ng deep f 
Thou ever restless, still rejoicine sea ! 

Now slowly heaving in thine awfiu sleep, 
Now wildly roaring in glad revelry. 

The stars look glorious in their silent place ; 

The fixed hills nn tranquU grandeur stand ^ 
The moon renews her gentle, smiling face $ 

The sun proclaims his Maker's bounteous hand- 

^In solemn sSence all ;'' while thy glad voicef 
Went forth at first in its eternal roar, 

And billow after billow eries^ Rejoice ! 
In ceaseless munnurs on the sounding niMe. 

Bb 
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I love to stand upon the giant rock 

That thrusts ms scowling front against thy waye. 
And feel the trembling from the mighty shock, 

And hear it roaring through each hollow cave r 

Then mark the billows gathering up their force,. 

Tossing their foam back like a lion's mane ; 
And, rusMng on in their exulting course, 

In i^e murmurs swift recoil again. 

And, while the baffled waters seem to sleep. 
Far off they gather mightier than before ; 

Onward they move, with slow, majestic sweep, 
And break in thunder round the rocky shore. 

There is a power within me that awakes 
Mid this wild conflict of the stormy sea ; 

And moves, and swells, and its stem thraldombreaks. 
And heaves and pants for immortality. 

This wind must die away ere long, and thou, 
Old Ocean, must recall thy truant waves ; 

Dress thee with smiles, and smooth thy furrowM 
And calmly rest thee in thy silent caves ; [brow, 

While, restless, by no earthly shores confined, 
The sea of Thought nor ebb nor limit knows, 

Fed from the fountains of Creative Mind, [flows. 
Through realms, through worlds unknown for ever 



W. J. S'NELLTNCr. 
THE BIlTff or THUNDEK.^— ▲ DiiHCOTAH EBOBNOh. 

Twenty-eight nn!e8 from the Big Stone Lake, near the sour- 
cc«of the St. Peter's River, is a cluster of small lakes or ponds, 
Ijring much below the level of the surrounding prairie, and or« 
lamented with an oak wood. The Dahcotahs call this* place 
The Nest op Thunder, and say that here Thunder wa»Dom. 
Aa soon as the infant spirit could go alone, he set out to see the 
World, and, at ihe first step, placed hj& ftxrt upon a hill twenty. 
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Aye miles distant ; a rock on the top of which actually seems to 
tNear the print of a gigantic human foot. The Indians call the 
bill THaif DEs's Tracks. The Nest of Thnnder is, to this day, 
^sited by the being whose birth it witnessed. He comes clad 
in a mantle of storms, and lightnings play round Ids head. 

Look, white man, well on all around, 

These hoary oaks, those boundless plains ; 
Tread lightly ; this is holy ^und : 

Here Thunder, awful spint ! reigns. 
Look on those waters far below, 

So deep beneath the prairie sleeping, 
The summer sun*s meridian glow 

Scarce warms the sands their waves are heaping ; 
And scarce the bitter blast can blow 

In winter on their icy cover ; 
The Wind Sprite may not stoop so low, 

But bows nis head and passes over. 
Perch'd on the top of yonder pine. 

The heron's billow-searching eye 

Can scarce his finny prey descry, 
Glad leaping where their colours shine. 
Those lakes, whose shores but now we trod, « 

Scars deeply on Earth's bosom dinted, 
Are the strong impress of a god. 

By Thunder's giant foot imprinted. 
Nay, stranger, as I live 'tis truth ! 

The lips of those who never lied 
Repeat it daily to our youth. 

Famed heroes, erst my nation's pride, 
Beheld the wonder ; and our sages 
Gave down the tale te after ages. 
Dost not believe t though blooming fair 

The flowerets court the breezes coy. 
Though now the sweet-grass scents the air, 
And sunny nature basks in joy, 

It is not ever so. 
Come when the Ughtning flashes. 
Come when the forest crashes. 

When shrieks of pain and wo. 
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Break on tbioe ear-drum thiek and fast. 
From gfaosta that shiyer in the blast ; 
Then shait thoo know, and bend the knee 
Before the angry deity. 

But now attend, while I unfold 

The lore my braye forefathers tanglft : 
As yet the storm, the heat, the cold. 

The changing seasons had not brought. 
Famine was not ; each tree and grot 

Grew greener for the rain ; 
The wanton doe, the buffalo, 

Blithe bounded on the plain. 
In mirth did man the hours employ 

Of that eternal spring ; 
With song and dance, and shouts of joy. 

Did hill and yalley ring. 
No death-shot peal'd upon the ear. 
No painted warrior poised the spear. 
No stake-doom'd captive shook for fear; 

No arrow left the string, 
6aye when the wolf to earth was borne ; 
From foeman's head no scalp was torn ; 
Nor did the pangs of hate and scorn 

The red man's bosom wring. 
Then waving fields of yellow com 
Did our bless'd villages adorn. 

Alas ! that man will never learn 

His good from evil to discern. 

At length, by furious passions driven. 

The Indian left his babes and wife. 
And every blessing God has given, 

To mingle in the deadly stnfe. 
Fierce Wrath and haggard Envy soon 
Achieved the work tlmt War begun ; 
He left, unsought, the beast of chase, 
And preyed upon his kindred race. 
But He who rules the earth and skies, 
Who watches every bolt that flies ; 
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From whom all gifts, all blessings flow, 
"With grief beheld the scene below. 
He wept ; and, as the balmy shower. 

Refreshing to the ground descended, 
Each drop gave being to a flower, 

And all the hills in homage bended. 
" Alas !" the good Great Spirit said, 

'* Man merits not the cUmes I gave ; 
"Where'er a hillock rears its head. 

He digs his brother's timeless grave : 
To every crystal rill of water. 
He gives the crimson stain of slaughter. 
No more for him my brow shall wear 

A constant, glad, approving smile ; 
Ah, no ! my eyes must withering glare 

On bloody hands and deeds of guile. 
Henceforth shall my lost children know 
The piercing wind, the blinding snow ; 
The storm shall drench, the sun shall bum. 
The winter freeze them, each in turn. 
Henceforth their feeble frames shall feel 
A climate like their hearts of steel." 

The moon that night withheld her light. 
By fits, instead, a lurid glare 
Illumed the skies ; while mortal eyes 

Were closed, and voices rose in prayer. 
While the revolving sun 
Three times his course might run, 

The dreadful darkness lasted. 
And all that time the red man's eye 
A sleeping spirit Inight espy, 
Upon a tree-top crafled high, 

Wliose trunk his breath hsid blasted. 
So long he slept, he grew so fast. 

Beneath his weight the gnarle'd oak 
Snapp'd, as the tempest snaps the mast. 

It leU, and Thunder woke ! 

Bb2 
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« 

The world to its foundation shook. 
The grisly bear his prey forsook, 
The scowling heaven an aspect boro 
That man h^ never seen before ; 
The wolf in terror fled away, 
And shone at last the light of day. 

Twas here he stood ; these lakes attest 
Where first Waw-kee-an's footsteps press'd* 
About his burning brow a cloud, 

Black as the raven^s wing, he wore ; 
Thick tempests wrapped him hke a shroud, 

Red lightnings in nis hand he bore ; 
Like two bright suns his eyeballs shone, 
His voice was like the cannon's tone ; 
And, where he breathed, the land becamOy 
Prairie and wood, one sheet of flame. 
Not long upon this mountain height 

The first and worst of storms abodai 
For, moving in his fearful might. 

Abroad the God-begotten strode. 
Afar, on yonder faint blue mound, 
In the horizon's utmost bound. 
At the first stride his foot he set ; 

The jarring world confessed the shock. 
Stranger ! the track of Thunder yet 

Remains upon the living rock. 
The second step, he gain'd the sand 
On far Superior's storm-beat strand : 
Then with his shout the concave rung,'* 
As up to heaven the giant sprung 

On high, beside his sire to dwel} ; 
But still, of all the spots on earth, 
He loves the woods that gave him birdi*-^ 

Such is the tale our fathers tell 
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Willis Gatlobd Clabk. . 

THB BURIAL-PLACI AT LAURIL HILL. 

Hkrb the lamented dead in dust shall lie, 
Lifers lingering languors o'er, its labours done ; 

Where waving lK)ughs, betwixt the earth and sky, 
Admit the farewell radiance of the sun. 

Here the long concourse from the murmuring town, 
With funeral pace and slow, shall enter in ; 

To lay the loved in tranquil silence down, 
No more to suffer, and no more to sin. 

And in this hallowM spot, where Nature showers 
Her summer smiles from fair and stainless skies, 

Affection^s hand may strew her dewy flowers, 
Whose fragrant incense from the grave shall rise. 

And here the impressive stone, engraved with wordc 
Which grief sententious gives to marble pale, 

Shall teach the heart ; while waters, leaves, and birds 
Make cheerful music in the passing gale. 

Say, wherefore should we weep, and wherefore pour 
On scented airs the unavailing sigh — 

While sun-bright waves are quivering to the shore, 
And landscapes blooming-*— that the loved must die I 

There is an emblem in this peaceful scene : 
Soon r&inbow colours on the woods will fall ; 

And autumn gusts bereave the hills of green. 
As sii^ the year to meet its cloudy pall. 

Then, cold and pale, in distant vistas round. 
Disrobed and tuneless, all the woods will stand ; 

While the chained streams are silent as the ground, 
As Death had numbM them with his icy hand. 

Yet when the warm, soft winds shall rise in spring, 
Like struggling daybeams o^er a blasted heath, 

The bird returned shaJl poise her golden wing. 
And £bf icil Nature bieak th^ speU of Death. 
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So, when the tomb's dull silence finds an end, 
The blessed dead to endless youth shall rise ; 

And hear th' archangePs thrilling summons blend 
Its tone with anthems from the upper skies. 

There shall the good of earth be found at last, 
Where dazzling streams and vernal fields expand ; 

Where Love her crown attains — ^her trials past — 
And, fiU^d with rapture, hails the " better land !'* 



TBI lARLT DBAD. 

**Whr mourn for the young? Better that the liffht cloud 
should fade away in the morning's breath, than travel through 
the weary day, to gather in darkness, and end in storm."— Buii- 

WKE. 

If it be sad to mark the bow'd with age 
Sink in the halls of the remorseless tomb, 

Closing the changes of life's pilgrimage 
In the still darkness of its mouldering gloom ; 

Oh ! what a shadow o'er the heart is flung, 

When peads the requiem of the loved and young! 

They to whose bosoms, like the dawn of spring 
To the unfolding bud and scented rose. 

Comes the pure freshness age can never bring, 
And fills the spirit with a rich repose, 

How shall we lay them in their final rest! 

How pile the clods upon their wasting breast 1 

Life openeth brightly to their ardent gaze ; 

A glorious pomp sits on the gorgeous sky ; 
O'er the broad world Hope's smile incessant pla3rs. 

And scenes of beauty win the enchanted eye : 
How sad to break the vision, and to fold 
Each lifeless form in earth's embracing mould ! 

Yet this is life ! To mark from day to day, 
Youth, in the freshness of its morning prime, 

Pass, like the anthem of a breeze away. 
Sinking in waves of Death ere chill'd by Time ! 
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Ere yet dark 3rear8 on the warm cheek had shed 
Autumnal miidew o'er its roselike red ! 

And yet what mourner, though the pensive eye 
Be dimly thoughtful in its burning tears, 

But should with rapture gaze upon the sky, [reers? 
Through whose far depths the spirit's wing car 

There gleams eternal o'er their ways are flung, 

"Who Ikde from earth while yet their years are young ! 



DEATH or TRC riBSTBOllf. 

"Ah! weltway! most angel-like of face, 
A childe, voung in his pure innocence. 
Tender of limbes, Ood wxote, full guiltelesa. 
The goodly faire that lieth here speecbeless. 

A mouth he has, but words hatn he none ; 
Cannot 4:emplain, alas ! for none outrage, 

Nor grutcbeth not, but lies here, all aloqe. 
Still as a lambe, most meke of his visage : 
What hearte of stele could do to him damage, 
Or suffer him die, beholding the manere. 
And looke benigne of his tweine eyen cleret** 

Lydoati. 

YouNO mother, he is gone ! 
His dimpled cheek no more will touch thy bi^ast ; 

No more the music-tone 
Float from his lips, toihine all fondly press'd ; 
His smile and happy laugh are lost to thee : 
Earth must his mother and his pillow be. 

His was the morning hour ; 
And he hath pass'd in beauty from the day, 

A bud, not yet a flower, 
Tom, in its sweetness, from the parent spray : 
The death-wind swept him to his soft repose, 
As frost, in springtime, blights the early rose. 

Never on earth again 
Will his rich accents charm thy listening ear. 

Like some iGolian strain. 
Breathing at eventide serene and clear; 
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His Toice is choked in dust, and on his eyes 
The unbroken seal of peace and silence Lies. 

And from thy yearning heart, 
Whose inmost core was warm with love for him, 

A gladness must depart, 
And.ihose kind eyes with many tears be dim ; 
While lonely memories, an unceasing train, 
Will turn the raptures of the past to pain. 

Yet, mourner ! while the day- 
Rolls like the darkness of a funeral by, 

And Hope forbids one ray 
To stream athwart the grief-discolour'd sky ; 
There breaks upon thy sorrow's evening gloom, 
A trembling lustre from beyond the tomb. 

'Tis from the Better Land ! 
There, bathed in radiance that around them springs. 

Thy loved one's wings expand ; 
As with the choiring cherubim he sings, 
And all the glory of that God can see. 
Who said, on earth, to children, '' Come to me." 

Mother, thy child is bless'd : 
And though his presence may be lost to thee. 

And vacant leave thy breast. 
And miss'd, a sweet load from thy parent knee ; 
Though tones familiar from thine ear have passed, 
Thouli meet thy firstborn with his Lord at last. 



Albert Piki. 

TO SPRINO. 



Oh thou delicious Spring! 
Nmrsed in the lap of thin and subtle showers, 

Which fall from clouds that lift their snowy wing 
From odorous beds of light-infolded flowers, 
And from enmass'd bowers, 
That over grassy walks their greenness fling, 
Come, gentle Spring ! 
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Thou lover of young wind, 
That cometh from the invisible upper sea [bind, 
Beneath the sky, which clouds, its white foam, 
And, settling in the trees deliciously. 

Makes young leaves dance with glee, 
Even in the teeth of that old sober hind. 
Winter unkind. 

Come to us ; for thou art 
Like the fine love of children, gentle Spring I 

Touching the sacred feeUng of the heart. 
Or like a virgin's pleasant welcoming; 
And thou dost ever bring 
A tide of gentle but resistless art 
Upon the heart. 

Red Autumn from the south 
Contends with thee ; alas f what may he show! 

What are his purple-stain'd and rosy moutn. 
And browned cheeks, to thy soft feet of snow. 
And timid, pleasant glow. 
Giving earth-piercing flowers their primal growtby 
And greenest youth ? 

Gay Summer conquers thee ; 
And yet he has no beauty such as thine : 
What is his ever-streaming, fiery sea. 
To the pure glory that with thee doth shine 1 
Thou season most divine. 
What may his dull and lifeless minstrelsy 
Compare with thee 1 

Come, sit upon the hills. 
And bid the waking streams leap down their ^e. 

And green the vales with their slight-sounding rills; 
And when the stars upon the sky shall glide. 
And crescent Dian ride, 
I too will breathe of thy delicious thrittsy 
On grassy hills. 
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Alas! bright Spring, not loof 
Shan I enjoy thy f^anant influence ; 
For thou Shalt die the snminer heat 
Sublimed to vapour in his fire intense, 
And, gone for ever hence. 
Exist no more : no more to eaitii bdoog. 
Except in song. 

So I who sing shall die : 
Worn unto deMh, perchance, by caie and sonoir ; 

And, fainting thus with an unconscious ngfa. 
Bid uuto this poor body a good-morrow. 

Which now sometimes I borrow, 
And breathe of joyance keener and mote hi|^ 
Ceasing to si|^ ! 



H. T. TUOKIRHAH, 



Tii-MoiniTAnr. 



Tbeouoh Time's dim stmospheie, behold 

Those ancient hills again, 
Rising to Fancy's eager view 

In solitude, as when 
Beneath the summer frmament. 

So silently of yore, 
The shadow of each passing cloud 

Their rugged bosoms bore ! 

They sloped in patUess grandeur tbett 

Down to the murmuring sea, 
And rose upon the woodland ^iam 

In lonely majesty. 
The breeze, at noontide, whisper'd soil 

Their emerald knolls among. 
And midnight's wind, amid their hei|^bv 

Its wildest dirges sung. 
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As on their brow .the forest king 

Paused in his weary way, 
From far below his quick ear caught 

The moaning of the bay. 
The dry leaves, fannM by Autumn's breath, 

Along their ridges crept ; 
And snow-wreaths, like storm- whiten'd wavesi 

Around them rudely swept. 

For ages, o'er their swelling side«. 

Grew the wild flowers of Spring, 
And stars smiled down, and dew-founts poorM 

Their gentle offering. 
The moonbeams play'd upon their peaks, 

And at their feet the tide ; 
And thus, like altar-mounts they stood, 

By nature sanctified. 

Now, when to mark their beacon fomiB 

The seaman turns his gaze, 
It quails, as roof, and spire, and domo 

Flash in the sun's bright rays. 
On those wild hills a thousand homei 

Are rear'd in proud array. 
And argosies float safely o'er 

That lone and isle-gemm'd bay. 

Those shadowy mounds, so long mttrod, 

By countless feet are press'd ; 
And hosts of loved ones meekly sleep 

B<^w their teeming breast. 
A world's uonumber'd voices float 

Within their narrow bound : 
Love's gentle tone, and traffic's lnim» 

And music's thrilling sound. 

There Liberty first found a tongue 

Beneath New-England^s sky. 
And there her earliest martyrs stood. 

And nerved themselves to die. 

Co 
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And long upon these ancient hOlir 
By glory's light enshrined, 

May rise the dwelUngs of the frejB, 
The city of the mind. 



Seba SsflTfi. 



THK MOTHCR PISI8HIN0 IN ▲ SNOWSTORH. 

" In the year 1821, a Mrs. Blake perished in a anowstorm in 
ibe nighttime, while travelling^over a spur of the Green Mount* 
ains in Vermont. She had an infant with her, which was found 
alive and well in the morning, being carefally wrapped in tbm 
mother's clothing." 

The cold win^ds swept the mountain^ height^ 

And pathless Was the 4reary wild, 
And mid the cheerless hours of night 

A mother wander'd with her child : 
As through the drifting snow she pressed,. 
The bahe was sleeping on her breast. 

And colder still the winds did blow, 
And darker hours of night came on, 

And deeper grew the drifting snow : 
Her Umbs were chilFd, her strength was gcmi&i 

" Oh, God !" she cried, in accents wild, 

" If i must perish, save my child !" 

She strippM her mantle from her breast, 
And bared her bosom to the storm. 

And round the child she wrapp'd the rest, 
And smiled to think her babe was warra^ 

With one cold kiss one tear she shed, 

And sunk upon her snowy bed. 

At dawn a traveller passed by. 

And saw her 'neath a snowy veil ^ 
The frost of death was in her eye, 

Her cheek was cold, and hard, and pale ^ 
He moved the robe from off the child, 
The babe looked up and sweetly smfled I 
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Nehemiah Cleayeland. 

AN AIS-CHATBAir. 

How beauteous in the glowing west, 
Those thousand-tinted isles that float ; 

On the broad sea of light they rest, 
Or pass to lovelier realms remote. 

Methinks it were a bliss to roam 
Where those far fields in beauty lie ; 

Methinks there were a welcome home 
In the soft clime of yonder sky. 

On some brig:ht, sunny cloud, Fd build 
My palace in the verge of heaven; 

On marble fix it firm, and gild 
Its cornices with gold of even. 

Fjpm amethystine beds I'd draw 
My blocks to shape its swelling dome ; 

Here should you trace the old Doric law, 
There the Corinthian grace of Rome. 

In avenues of enchanting sweep, 

Broad oaks and towering elms should stand ; 
Blue lakes in placid stillness sleep, 

And currents roll o'er silver sand. 

Perchance, to animate the scene. 
Beyond the reach of art and gold, 

Some spirit, whose seraphic mien 
Should wear no trace of earthly mould. 

Crowning each hope, might cheer my eyes 
With beauty, and with love my heart, 

And to my sky-hung Paradise 
Its last and loveliest charm impart. 

The day, with her, more calm, more bright. 

Would flit on silken wing away ; 
With her, the dark and drowsy night 

Seem soft and cheerful as the day. 
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Pensive we'd rove where scarce a ray 
Pierces the dun o^ertianging shade, 

Or, arm in arm, delighted stray 
Through flowery kiwn and emerald glade. 

The joys of high, soul<-kindling thought ; 
Sweet converse at the twil^t hcKir ; 
The pleasures of a life, untaught 
• To pant for wealth or sigh for power ; 

The calm delights of lettered ease ; 

Of virtuous toil the peaceful rest : 
Who finds his bliss in such as these. 

How truly wise, how deeply bless'dl 

Of joy, on earth or in the skies. 
But one perennial spring is found ; 

Deep in the' soul that fountain lies, 
And flowers of Bden fringe it round. 



William D. Gallahib. 

AUGUST. 

<* The qoiet August noon 1ms cmus : 
A slumberous silence fills the sky ; 
The winds are still, the trees are dumb, 
In glassy sleep the waters lie.*' Bbtamt. 

Dust on thy mantle ! dust, 
Bright Summer, on thy livery of green ! 
A tarnish, as of rust, 
Dimmeth thy brilliant sheen : 
And the young glories^eaf, and bud, and flower, 
Change cometh o^er them with every hour. 

These hath the August sun 
Looked on with hot, and fierce, and brassy faee : 
And still and lazily run. 
Scarce whispering in their pace. 
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The half-dried rivulets, that lately sent 
A shout of gladness up, as on they went. 

Flame-like, the long midday. 
With not so much of sweet air as hath stirred 

The down upon the spray, 

Where rests the panting bird, 
Dozing away the hot and tedious noon, 
With fitful twitter, sadly out of tune. 

Seeds in the sultry air. 
And gossamer webwork on the sleeping trees ! 
E'en the tall pines, that rear 
Their plumes to catch the breeze. 
The slightest breeze from the unfruitful West, 
Partake the general languor and deep rest. 

Happy, as man may be. 
Stretched on his back, in homely beanvine bower, , 
While the voluptuous be# 
Robs each surrounding flower. 
And prattling childhood clambers o'er his breast, 
The husbandman enjoys his noonday rest. 

Against the mazy sky. 
Motionless rests the thin and fleecy cloud, 
Lee, such have met thine eye. 
And such thy canvass crowd ! 
And, painter, ere it from thy easel goes. 
With the sky's Ught, and shade, and warmth it glows. 

Thy pencil, too, can give 
Form to the glowing images that throng 

The poet's braip, and live 

For ever in his song. 
Glory awaits thee, gifted one ! and Fame 
High in Art's temple shall inscribe thy name: 

Soberly, in the shade. 
Repose the patient cow and toilwom ox ; 
Or in the shoal stream wade, 
Shelter'd by jutting rocks; 
Cc2 
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The fleecy flock, fly-scourged and restless, rush 
Madly from fence to fence, from bush to bush. 

Slow, now, along the plain, 
Creeps the cool shade, and on the meadow's edfe ; 

The kine are forth again. 

The bird flits in the hedge ; 
Now in the molten west sinks the hot snn. 
Welcome, mild eve ! the sultry day is done. 

Pleasantly comest thou, 
Dew of the evening, to the crispM-up grass ; 

And the curled comblades bow 

As the light breezes pass. 
That their parchM lips may feel thee, and expand. 
Thou sweet reviver of the fever'd luid. 

So to the thirsting soul 
Cometh the dewoi the Almighty's love ; 

And the%cathed heart, made whole, 

Tumeth in joy above, 
To where the spirit freely may expand, 
And rove untrammellM in that *' better land." 



Elizabeth Pake. 
0oini from "miriam." 



[Euphasy a young Roman and a Christian, appears 3e- 
fore Pisoy a persecutor of the Christians at Romey to 
demand the liberation of his father Thraseno, who is 
in prison on account 4f his faith. He informs him 
that Paultts, the son of Piso, who had become enamour^ 
ed of Miriam, the sister of Euphas^is in the hands of 
the Christians, and proposes to give him up in e9» 
change for Thraseno, The dialogue thus proceeds : 

Euphas. Let me but die 

First of thy victims--- 
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^^0- Would tbat among tlidm-*- 

Where is the sorceress 1 I fain would see 
The beauty that hath witch'd Rome's noblest youth. 

JSuphas. Hers is a face thou never wilt behold. 
^■Pw^- , IwiU. 

On her— -on her shall fall my worst revenge ; 
And I will know what foul and magic arts — 

[Miriam glides in. A pause. 
Beautiful shadow ! in this hour of wrath, 
What dost thou here 1 In life thou wert too meek, 
Too gentle for a lover stem as I. 
And, since I saw thee last, my days have been 
Deep steeped in sin and blood ! What seekest thou ! 
I have grown old in strife, and hast thou come, 
With thy dark eyes and their soul-searching glance, 
To look me into peace ? It cannot be. 
Go back, fair spirit, to thine own dim realms ! 
He whose young love thou didst reject on earthi 
May tremble at this visitation strange. 
But never can know peace or virtue more ! 
Thou wert a Christian, and a Clnristian dog 
Did win thy precious love. 1 have good cause 
To hate and scorn the whole detested race ; 
And till I meet that man, whom most of all 
My soul abhors, will I go on apd slay ! 
Fade, vanish, shadow bright ! In vain that lo<* ! 
That sweet, sad look ! My lot is cast in Uood ! 

MiH&m, Oh, say not so ! 

Piso. The voice that won me first ! 

Oh, \^hat a tide of reeoUections rush 
Upon my drowning soul ! my ovm wild love— 
Thy scorn — ^the long, long days of blood and guilt 
That since have left their footprints on my fate ! 
The dark, dark nights of fevered agony. 
When, mid the strife and struggling of my dreams, 
The g[ods sent thee at times to hover round, 
Bringing the mem'ry of those peaceful days 
When I beheld thee first ! But never yet 
Before my waking eyes hafit thou appear'd 
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Distinct and visible as now ! Spirit ! 
What wouldst thou have t 

Miriam. Oh, man of guilt and wo! 

Thine own dark phantasies are busy now, 
Lending unearthly seeming to a thing 
Of earth, as thou art ! 

Piso. How ! Art thou not she t 

I know that face ! I nevbr yet beheld 
One Uke to it among earth^s loveliest. 
Why dost thou wear that semblance, if thou art 
A thing of mortal mould % Oh, better meet 
The wailing ghosts of those whose blood doth clog 
My midnight dreams, than that half-pitying eye ! 

Miriam. ' Thou art a wretched man ! and 1 do feel 
Pity ev'n for the suffring guilt hath brought. 
But from the quiet grave I have not come. 
Nor from the shadowy confines of the world 
Where spirits dwell, to haunt thy midnight hour. 
The disimbodied should be passionless. 
And wear not eyes that swim in earth-bom tears, 
As mine do now ! Look up, thou conscience-struck f 

Piso, OflF! oflf ! She touched me with her damp, 
cold hand ! 
But Hwas a hand of flesh and blood ! Away ! 
Come thou not near me till I study thee. 

Miriam. Why are tnine eyes so fix'd and wOdt 
thy lips 
Convulsed and ghastly white ? Thine own dark sins. 
Vexing tby soul, have clad me in a form 
Thou dar'st not look upon — I know not why. * 
But I must speak to thee. Mid thy remorse, 
And the unwonted terrors of thy soul, 
I must be heard, for God hath sent me here. 

Piso. Who, who hath sent thee here ? 

Miriam. The Christianas God, 

The God thou knowest not. 

Piso. Thou art of earth! 

I see the rose-tint on thy pallid cheek, 
Which was not there at first; it kindles fast \ 
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Say on. AltlKmgh I dare not meet that eye, 
I hear thee. 

Miriam, He hath given me strength, 
And led me safely through the broad lone streets, 
Ev'n at the midnight hour ! My heart sunk not ; 
My noiseless foot paced on unfaltering 
Through Uie long colonnades, where stood aloft 
Pale gods and goddesses on either hand. 
Bending their sightless eyes on me ! by cool fountf. 
Waking With ceaseless plash the midnight air ! 
Thruuffh moonlit squares, where, ever and anon, 
FlashM from some dusky nook the red torchlight. 
Flung on mv path by passing reveller. 
And He hath brought me here before thy face ; 
And it was He who smote thee even now 
With a strange, nameless fei^r. 

Piso, Girl! name it not. 

I deemed I look'd on one whose bri^t young face 
First glanced upon me mid the shining leavea 
Of a green bower in sunny Palestine, 
In my youth's prime ! I knew the dust, 
The grave's oonroding dust, had soiPd 
That spotless brow long since. A shadow fell 
Upon the soul Uiat never yet knew fear. 
But it is past. Earth holds not what I dread ; 
And what the gods did make me am I now. 
What seekest thou? 

Euphas, Miriam! go thou hence. 

Why shouldst thou die ? 

Miriam. Brother ! 

Piso, Ha ! is this so ! 

Now, by the gods !— Bar, bar the gates, ye slaves ! 
If they escape me now — Why this is good ! 
I had not dream'd of hap so glorious. 
His sister! she that beguiled my son ! 

Miriam. Peace ! 

Name not with tongue unhallow'd love like ours. 

Piso. Thou art her image ; and the mystery 
Confounds my purposes. Take other form, 
Foul sorceress, and I will baffle thee ! 
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Miriam. I have no other form than this Grod gaTe ; 
And he already hath stretched forth his hand, 
And touch'd it for the grave. 

JPiso. It IS most strange. 

Is not the air around her full of spells ? 
Give me the son thou hast seduced ! 

Miriam. Piso ! 

Thy son hath seen me, loved me, and hath won 
A heart too prone to worship noble things, 
Although of earth ; and he, alas ! was earth^s ! 
I strove, I prayed in vain ! In all things else 
I might have stirred his souFs best purposes. 
But for the pure and cheering faith of Christ, 
There was no entrance in that iron soul. 
And I — amid such hopes, despair arose, 
And laid a withering hand upon my heart, 
I feel it yet ! We parted ! Ay, this night 
"We met to meet no more. 

Euphas, Sister! my tears— 

They choke my words— else— 

Miriam. Euphas, thou wert wroth 

When there was little cause ; I lovoH thee more. 
Thy very frowns in such a holy cause 
Were beautiful. The scorn of virtuous youth, 
Looking on fancied sin, is noble. 

Piso. Maid ! 

Hath then my son withstood thy witchery. 
And on this ground ye. parted % 

Miriam. It is so. 

Alas ! that I rejoice to say it. 

Piso. Nay, 

Well thou mayst, for it hath wrought his pard<ML 
That he had loved thee would have been a sin 
Too full of degradation — infamy, 
Had not these cold and aged eyes themselves 
Beheld thee in thy loveliness ! And yet, bold giri! 
Think not thy Jewish beauty is the spell 
That works on one grown old in deeds of blood. 
} have looked calmly on when eyes as bright 
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Wei^ drown'd in tears of bitter agony, 
When forms as full of grace and pride, perclumcei 
Were writhing in the sharpness of their pain, 
And cheeks as fair were mangled — 

Euphas, Tyrant! ceaae« 

Wert thou a fiend, such brutal boasts as these 
Were not for ears like hers ! 

Miriam, I tremble not< 

He spake of pardon for his guiltless son, 
And that includeth life for those I love. 
What need 1 more I 

Euphas, Let us go hence. Piso S 

Bid thou thy myrmidons unbar the gates, 
That shut our Mends from light and air. 

Piso, Not yetf 

My haughty boy, for we have much to say 
Ere you two pretty birds go free. Chafe not t 
Ye are caged close, and can but flutter here 
Till I am satisfied. 
Miriam, How ! hast thou changed^* 

Piso, Nay ; but I must detain ye till I ask — 
Miriam. Detajn ua if thou wilt. But look — 
Piso. At what f 

Miriam. There, through yon western arch! the 
moon sinks low. 
The mists already tinge her orb with b)ood. 
Methinks I feel the breeze of mom ev'n now^ 
Know'st thou the hour? 

Piso. I do : but one thing moie, 

I fain would know ; for^ after this wild night, 
Let me no more behold you. Why didst thou, . 
Bold, dark-hair'd boy, wear in those pleadmg eyes. 
When thou didst name thy boon, an earnest look 
That fell famiUar on my soid % And thou. 
The lofty, csJm, and oh! most beautiful! 
Why are. not only that soul-searching glance. 
But ev'n thy features and thy silver voice 
80 like to hers 1 loved k>ng years ago, 
Beneath Judea's palms ) Whence do ye come f 
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Kriam. For me, I bewr my own dear mother^ 
Her eye, hw form, her very voice are mine, [too w ; 
So, in hw tears, my father oft hath said. 
We lived beneath Judea's shady palms 
Until that saintlike mother faded, droop'd. 
And died. Then hither came we o'er the wf 
And till this night have worshipped faithfully 
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A love I thought so crosh'd and trodden down, 

lihr'n by the iron tread of passion wild — 

Ambition, pride, and, worst of all, revenge — ^^ 

Revenge, that hath shed seas of Christian blood ! 

To think this heart was once so waxen soft. 

And then congeai'd so hard, &at nan^ ci all 

Which hath been since coold ever luive tbe powY 

To wear away the image of that giii — 

That fair young Christian girl ! 'Twas a wild lOYe! 

But I was jToong, a soldier in strange lands. 

And die, in very gentleness, sud nay 

So timidly, I hoped— until, ye gods! 

She loved another ! Yet I slew him not! 

1 fled ! (%, had I met him since ! 

Euphas. 
The hours wear on. 

■^o. Te riiall go Ibrth in joy-* 

And take with you yon pris'nMrs. Send my soo, 
™» whom she did not bear — ^home to these ams, 
^nd go ye oat of Rome with aU your train. 
^J^ shed Mood no more ; for I have known 
lu^^f^'^.^P^^^ deep^utted vengeanee biiogi. 

F^m SSL!?*' ^"«^ ^^ ^^^^l^* W«>d poorM Ibilii 
S^nnfJtiS!: «?*«»^yegenUetwo! 

»>nce tbe baie image of ker buried chS;, 
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Soft gleaming from your youthfal brows, hath pow^ 
To stir my spirit thus ! But go ye forth ! 
Ye leave an alter'd and a milder man 
rhan him ye sought. Tell Paulus this. 
To quicken his young steps. 

Mriam, Now may the peac« 

That follows just and worthy deeds be thine ! 
And may deep truths be bom, mid thy remorse^ • 
In the recesses of thy soul, to make 
That soul ev^n yet a shrine of holiness. 

Euphas. Piso ! how shall we pass yoB steeldad 
Keepmg stem vigil round the dungeon gate t [men, 

JPiso. Take ye my well-known ring—and here— 
the list- 
Ay, this is it, methinks : show these — Great gods ! 

Euphas* What is there on yon scroll which shakes 
him thus t 

Miriam. A name, at which he points with'stilTninff 
And eyeballs full of wrath ! Alas ! alas ! [haoc^ 
I guess too well. My brother, droop thou not. 

Piso, Your father, did ye say t Was it Ms life 
Ye came to beg ! 

Miriam. His life : but not alone 

The tife so dear to us ; for he hath friends 
Sharing his fetters and hts final doom. 

Piso. Little reck I of them. Tell me his name ! 

Speak) boy! or I will tear tiiee jMeoemeal ! 

Miriam. Slay ! 

Stem son of violence ! the name thou askeat 
Is — ^Thraseno ! 

Piso. Did I not know it, girl t 

Now, by the gods ! had I not been entranced, 
I sooner had conjectured this. Foul name ! 
Thus do 1 tear thee out^and even thus 
Rend with my teeth. Oh rage ! she wedded hinit 
And ever since that hated name hath been 
The voice of serpents in mine ear ! But now«- 
Why go ye not? Here is your list! and allt 

Dd 
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Ay, every one whose name is here set down, 
"Will my good guard release to you ! 

Miriam. Piso ! 

In mercy mock us not ! children of her 
Whom thou didst love — 

Piso. Ay, maid ! but ye are to 

Whom I do hate ! That chord is broken now — 
Its music hushed ! Is she not in her grave, 
And he within my grasp ? 

Miriam. Where is thy peace^ 

Thy penitence T 

Piso. Fled all ; a moonbeam brief 

Upon a stormy sea. That magic name 
Hath roused the wild, loud winds again. Begone ! 
Save whom ye may. 

Miriam. Piso ! I go not hence 

Until my father^s name be on this scroll. 

Piso. Take root, then, where thou art ! for, by dark 
I swear — [Stvx, 

Miriam. Nay, swear thou not till I am heard. 
Hast thou forgot thy son ? 

Piso. No ! let him die. 

So that I have my long-deferr'd revenge ! 
Thy lip growd pale ! .Art thou not answer^ now ? 

Miriam. Deep horrors fall upon me ! Can it be 
Such demon spirits dwell on earth t 
• Piso. Maiden! 

While thou art safe, go hence ; for, in his might, 
The tiger wakes within me ! 

Miriam. Be it so. 

He can but rend me where I stand. And liere. 
Living or d3ring, will I raise my voice 
In a firm hope ! The God that brought me here 
Is round me in the silent air. On me 
Falleth the influence of an unseen Eye ! 
And, in the strength of secret, earnest pray'r. 
This awful consciousness doth nerve my frame. 
Thou man of evil and ungovern'd soul ! 
Mj father thou nutyst slay ! Flames will not &11 
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From heaven to scorch and wither thee ! The earth 
Will ope not underneath thy feet ! and peace, 
Mock, hollow, seeming peace, may shadow still 
Thy home and hearth ! But deep within thy breast 
A fierce, consuming fire shall ever dwell. 
Each night shall ope a gulf of horrid dreams 
To swallow up thy soul. The livelong day 
That soul shall yearn for peace and quietness, 
As the hart panteth for the water brooks, 
And know that even in death is no repose ! 
And this shall be thy life ! Then a dark hour 
Will surely come — 

Piso, Maiden, be wamM ! All this 

I know. It moves me not. 

Miriam, Nay, one thing more 

Thou knowest not. There is on all this earth — 
Full as it is of young and gentle hearts — 
One man alone that loves a wretch Uke thee : 
And he, thou sayst, must die ! All other eyes 
Do greet thee with a cold or wrathful look, 
Or, in the baseness of their fear, shun thine ; 
And he whose loving glance alone spake peace, 
Thou* sayst must die in youth ! Thou knowest not 
The deep and bitter sense of loneliness, [yet 

The throes and achings of a childless heart. 
Which yet will all be thine ! Thou know'st not yet 
What 'tis to wander mid thy spacious halls. 
And find them desolate ! wildly to start 
From thy deep musings at the distant sound 
Of voice or step like his, and sink back sick — 
Ay ! sick at heart — with dark remembrances ! 
When, in his bright and joyous infancy. 
His laughing eyes amid thick curls sought thine, 
And his soft arms Avere twined around thy neck, 
And his twin rosebud lips just lisped thy nam^^ 
Yet feel in agony 'tis but a dream ! 
Thou know'st not yet what 'tis to lead the van 
Of armies hurrying on to victory. 
Yet, m the pomp and glory of that hour, 
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Stdty to miss tho well-known snowy plume, 
Whereon thine eyes were ever proudly fix'd 
In battle-field! to sit, at deep midnight, 
Alone within thy tent, all shuddering, 
When, as the curtained door lets in the breeze, 
Thy fancy conjures up the gleaming arms 
And bright young hero-face of him who oace 
Had been most Welcome there ! and, worst of all-^ 

Piso. It is enough ! The gift of prophecy 
Is on thee, maid ! A pow'r that is not thine 
Looks out ijrom that dilated, awful form — 
Those eyes, deep-flashing with unearthly light— 
And stills my soul. My Paulus must not die ! 
And yet, to give up thus the boon — 

Jtftrkm. What boon! 

A boon of blood t To him, the good old buui, 
Death is not terrible, but oiily seems 
A dark, short passage to a land of lights 
Where, mid hijgh ecstasy, be shall behcM 
Th* unshrouded glories of bis Maker^s face. 
And learn all mysteries, and gaze at last 
Upon th^ aseended Prince, and never more 
Know grief or pain, or part from those he loves ! 
Yet will his blood cry loudly from the dust. 
And bring deep vengeance on his murderer ! 

Piso, My Paulus must not die ! Let n^e revolve—* 
Maiden ! thy words have sunk into my soul; 
Yet would I ponder ere I thus lay down 
A purpose cherish'd in my inmost heart. 
That which hath been my dream by night, by day 
My lifers sole aim. Have I not deeply sworn, 
Long years ere thou wert born, that, should the gods 
E'er give him to my rage — and yet I pause ! 
Shall Christian vipers sting mine only son. 
And I nut crush them into nothingness ? 
Am I so piniohM, vain, and powerless ? 
Work, busy brain ! thy cunning must not &iL 

[Retirts. 

THE END. 
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